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ROBERT BURNS. 



COPY OF A POETICAL ADDRESS 

^0 i¥tr* mniam tJTistlcr, 

WITH THE PRESENT OF THE BARD'S PICTURE. 

Revered defender of beauteous Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 
A name, which to loye was the mark of a true heart, 

But now 'tis despisM and neglected. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eye. 

Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh. 

Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right it; 
Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son. 

That name should he scoffingly slight it. 

Still in prayer for K — G — I most heartily join. 
The Q — , and the rest of the gentry. 

Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ; 
Their title's avow'd by my country. 

VOL. II. B 



10 SKETCH. — NEW'S YEAR's DAY. 

But why of this epocha make such a fuss, 

******** 

******* 
******** 

But loyalty truce ! we're on dangerous ground. 
Who knows how the fashions may alter] 

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sounds 
To-morrow may bring us a halter! 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 
But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard. 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

N6w life's chilly evening dim shades in your eye. 
And ushers the long dreary night ; 

But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky. 
Your course to the latest is bright. 



SKETCH.— NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

^9 i^trs. Bunlop. 

This day. Time winds th' exhausted chain. 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old> b^d-pated fellow. 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow^ 
Adjust the unimpaired machine. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 
In vain assail him with their prayer. 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press. 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 
Will you (the Major's with the hounds. 
The happy tenants share his rounds ; 
Coila's fair Rachael's care to-day. 
And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray) 



SKETCH.— NEW YEAR'S DAY. 11 

From housewife cares a minute borrow — 
— That grandchild's cap will do to-morrow — 
And join with me a moralizing. 
This day's propitious to be wise in. 
First, what did yesternight deliver ? 
* Another year is gone for ever.' 
And what is this day's strong suggestion? 
' The passing moment's all we rest on !' 
Rest on — for what? what do we here? 
Or why regard the passing year ? 
"Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd lore. 
Add to our date one minute more ? 
A few days may — a few years must- 
Repose us in the silent dust. 
Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 
Yes — all such reasonings are amiss! 
The voice of nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies, 
That something in us never dies; 
That on this frail, uncertain state. 
Hang matters of eternal weight ; 
That future life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone ; 
Whether as heavenly glory bright, 
Or dark as misery's woful night. — 
Since then, my honour'd, first of friends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us th' important now employ, 
«And live as diose that never die. 
Tho' you, with days and honours crown'd. 
Witness that filial circle round, 
(A sight — life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight — pale envy to convulse). 
Others may claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 



12 



EXTEMPORE, 

ON 

THE LATE MR. WILLIAM SMELLIE, 

AUTHOR OF THB PHILOSOPHY OF NATURAL HISTORY, AND 
MEMBER OF THE ANTIQUARIAN AND ROYAL SOCIETIES 
OF EDINBURGH. 

To Crochallan came 
The old cock'd hat, the grey surtout, the same ; 
His bristling beard just rising in its might, 
Twas four long nights and days to shaving night;* 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks, wild staring, thatch'd 
A head, for thought profound and clear, un- 
matched ; 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 



POETICAL INSCRIPTION 

FOR 

^n ^Itar to 3fnliepcnlience, 

AT KEKROUGHTRY, THE SEAT OF MR. HERON. 
WRITTEN IN SUMMER, 1795. 

Tho u of an independent mind. 

With soul resolv'd, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepared Power's proudest frown to brave. 

Who wilt not be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere. 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear. 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 
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SONNET, 

ON 

THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ. 

OFGLENRIDDEL; APRIL, 1704. 

No more, ye warblers of the wood, do more. 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul ; 
Thou young-eyed Spring, gay in thy verdant 
stole, [roar. 

More welcome were to me grim Winter's wildest 

How can ye charm, ye flowVs, with all your dyes? 
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my friend: 
How can I to the tuneful song attend? 

That strain flows round th* untimely tomb where 
Riddel lies. 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe. 
And sooth the Virtues weeping on his bier : 
The Man of Worth, who has not left his peer. 

Is in his ' narrow house' for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet; 
Me, mem'ry of my loss will only meet. 



MONODY 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE. 

How cold is that bosom which folly once fir d. 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
glistened ! 
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tir*d. 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so listen'd ! 

b2 



14 MONODY ON A LADY. 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 

From friendship and dearest affection removed ; 

How doubly severer, EUza, thy fate. 

Thou diedst unwept, as thou livedst unlov'd. 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear: 
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza's cold bier. 

We'll search thro' the garden for each silly flower. 
We'll roam thro' the forest for each idle weed ; 

But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower. 
For none e'er approach'd her but rued the rash 
deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the lay ; 

Here vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 
There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 

Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 



Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect. 
What once was a butterfly, gay in life's beam : 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect. 
Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 



15 



IMPROMPTU, 
ON MRS. 'S BIRTH-DAY. 

NOVEMBER 4, 1793. 

Old Winter with his frosty beard, 

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred ; 

What have I done, of all the year. 

To bear this hated doom severe 1 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 

Night's horrid car drags, dreary, slow; 

My dismal months no joys are crowning. 

But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 

To counterbalance all this evil ; 

Give me, and iVe no more to say, 

Give me Maria's natal day ! 

That brilliant gift will so enrich me. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me; 

Tis done ! says Jove; so ends my story. 

And Winter once rejoic'd in glory. 



TO MISS JESSY L , 

DUMFRIES; 
WITH BOOKS WHICH THE BARD PRESENTED HER. 

Thine be the volumes, Jessy fair. 
And with them take the Poet's prayer ; 
That fate may in her fairest page. 
With every lundliest, best presage 
Of future bliss, enrol thy name ; 
With native worth, and spotless fame. 



16 SONNET. 

And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — but chief, man^s felon snare : 
All blameless joys on earth we find, 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the Bard, 



SONNET, 

WRITTEN ON THE 25TH OF JANUARY, 1793, THE BIRTHDAY 
OF THE AUTHOR, ON HEARING A THRUSH SING iN A 
MORNING WALK. 

Sing on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain : 
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 

At thy blithe carol clears his furrow'd brow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear 

Sits meek Content with light unanxious heart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part. 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee. Author of this opening day ! 

Thou whose bright sun now gilds the orient skies ! 

Riches deni'ed, thy boon was purer joys,' 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care ; 
The mite high Heav'n bestowed, that mite with 
thee I'll share. 



li 



EXTEMPORE, TO MR. S * * E, 

ON REFUSING TO DINE WITH HIM, AFTER HAVING BEEN 
PROMISED THE FIRST OF COMPANY, AND THE FIRST OP 
COOKERY ; 17th DECEMBER, 1796. 

No more of your guests, be they titled or not. 
And cookery the first in the nation ; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit. 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. S**E, 

WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OF PORTER. 

O, HAD the malt thy strength of mind. 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit, 

'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for S  * e were fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern, Dumfries. 



POEM, 



ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECTOR OP 
EXCISE, DUMFRIES, 1796. 

Friend of the Poet, tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ; 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at it, skelpin! jig and reel. 

In my poor pouches. 

I modestly fu* fain wad hint it. 
That one pound one, I sairly want it : 



18 POEM, TO MR. MITCHELL. 

If wi* the hizzie down ye sent it, 

It would be kind ; 

And while my heart wi' life-blood d anted, 

I*d bear't in mind. 

So Dlay the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and diine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 

\ POSTSCRIPT. 

I e've heard this while how IVe been licket. 
And by fell death was nearly nicket : 
Grim loun ! fie gat me by the fecket. 

And sair me sheuk ; 
But by guid luek I lap a wicket. 

And tum'd a neuk. 

But by that health, IVe got a share o't, 
And by that life, I'm promised mair o't. 
My' heal and weal I'll take a care o*t 

A tentier way: 
Then fareweel folly, hide and hair o't, 

For ance and aye. 



SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD 

OFFENDED. 

The friend whom wild from wisdom's way 

The fumes of wine infuriate send 
(Not moony madness more astray) ; 

Who but deplores lliat hapless friend? 



POEM ON LIFE. 10 

Mine was th* insensate frenzied part, 
Ah, why should I such scenes outlive ? 

Scenes so abhorrent to my heart ! 
Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



POEM ON LIFE. 

ADDRESSED TO COLONEL DE PEY8TER, DUMFP.IES, 

1796. 

My honour'd colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet's weal ; 
Ah! now sma* heart hae I to speel 

The steep Paraassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

And potion glasses. 

O, what a canty warld were it. 

Would pain, and care, and sickness spare it; 

And fortune favour worth and merit, 

As they deserve : 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret; 

Syne wha wad starve ?) 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and firipp'ry deck her ; 
Oh! flick'ring, feeble, and un sicker 

I've found her still. 
Aye wav'ring like the willow wicker, 

Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrans by a rattan. 
Our sinfu' saul to get a claut on 

Wi' felon ire; 
Syne, whip! his tail ye'U ne*er cast saut on^ 

He's aff like fire. 



20 POEM ON LIFE. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it isna fair. 
First shewing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare. 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, tiiy spider snare 

O' hell's damn'd waft 

Poor man, the flie, aft bizzies by. 
And aft as chance he comes thee nigh. 
Thy auld damn'd elbow yeuks with joy. 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye. 

Thy sicker treasure. 

Soon heels-o'er-gowdy ! in he gangs. 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy giming laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murd'ring wrestle. 
As, dangling in the wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 

But lest you think I am uncivil. 

To plague you with this draunting drivel. 

Abjuring ^' intentions evil, 

I quat ray pen : 
The Lord preserve us frae the devil ! 

Amen! amen! 



TO 

ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY, 

ON RECEIVING A FAVOUR. 

I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled Muse may suit a bard that feigns; 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit burns. 
And all the tribute of piy heart returns. 
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For boons recorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 
And ail ye many sparkling stars of night; 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandVing spheres. 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 



EPITAPH ON A FRIENB. 

An honest man here lies at rest. 
As e'er God with his image blest; 
The friend of man, the friend of truth; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd, 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 



A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

O THOU, who kindly dost provide 

For every creature's want! 
We bless thee, God of Nature wide. 

For all thy goydness lent : 

And, if it please thee. Heavenly Guide, 

May never worse be sent; 
'But whether granted, or denied. 

Lord, bless us with content ! 

Amen! 

VOL. II. c 
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A VERSE 

COMPOSED AND REPEATED BY BURNS/TO THE MASTER OF 
THE HOUSE, ON TAKING LEAVE AT A PLACE IN THE 
HIGHLANDS, WHERE HE HAD BEEN HOSPITABLY ENTER- 
TAINED. 

When death's dark stream I ferry o'er, 

A time that surely shall come ; 
In Heaven itself 111 ask no more, 

Than just a Highland welcome. 



INSCRIPTION TO THE MEMORY OF 

FERGUSSON. 

HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET, 
Born, September Bth, 1751 — Died, ISth October, 1774. 

No sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay, 
* No storied urn nor animated bust,' 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o*er her poet's dust. 



ANSWER TO VERSES 

ADDRESSED TO THE POET BY THE GUIDWIFE OF 

WAUCHOPE-HOUSE. 

GUIDWIFE, 

I MIND it weel, in early date. 

When I was beardless, young and blate. 

An* first could thresh die bam. 
Or baud a yokin at the pleugh. 
An' tho* forfoughten sair eneugh. 

Yet unco proud to learn : 
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When first amang the yellow com 

A man I reckon'd was. 
And wi' the lave ilk merry mom 
Could rank my rig and lass. 
Still shearing, and clearing 

The tither stooked raw, 
Wi' claivers, an' haivers. 
Wearing the day awa. 

Ev'n then a wish, (I mind its power,) 
A wish that to my latest hour. 

Shall strongly heave my breast; 
That I for poor auld Scotland's sake. 
Some useful plan, or beuk could make, 

Or sing a sang at least. 
The rough bur-thisde, spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, 
I tum'd my weeding heuk aside. 
An' spar'd the symbol dear. 
No nation, no station. 

My enyy e'er could raise ; 
A Scot still, but blot still, 
1 knew nae higher praise. 

But still the elements o' sang 

In formless jumble, right and wrang. 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
Till on that hairst I said before. 
My partner in the merry core. 

She rous'd the forming strain : 
I see her yet, the sonsie quean. 

That lighted up her jingle. 
Her witching smile, her pauky een. 

That gart my heart-strings tingle ; 
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I fired, inspired, 

At ev*ry kindling keek, 

But bashing, and dashing, 
I feared aye to speak. 

Heal to the set, ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi' merry dance in winter days. 
An' we to share in common : 
. The gust o* joy, the balm of woe. 
The saul o' life, the heav'n below. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 

Be mindfu' o' your mither : 
She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye're connected with her, 
Ye're wae men, yeVe nae men. 
That slight the lovely dears ; 
To shame ye, disclaim ye. 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 

• For you, no bred, to barn and byre, * 
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you for your line i 
The iBarbled plaid ye kindly spare, 
By me should gratefully be ware ; 

Twad please me to the nine. 
I'd be mair vailntie o' my hap. 

Douse hingin* o*er my curple. 
Than ony ermine ever lap. 
Or proud imperial purple. 

Fareweel then, lang heal then. 

An* plenty be your fa* : 
May losses and crosses 
Ne'er at your hallan ca', 

March, 17S7. 
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ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 

For Lords or Rings I dinna mourn, 
E'en let them die — for that they're bom : 
But oh! prodigious to reflecM 
A Totomand, 8irs, is gane to wreck f 
O Eighty-eight, in thy sma' space 
What dire events hae taken place f 
Of -what enjoyments thou hast reft us ! 
In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire's tint a head, 
An' my auld teethless Bawtie's dead ; 
The tulzie's sair 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
And *tween our Maggie's twa wee cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidie devil. 
But to the hen-birds unco civil ; 
The tither*s something dour o' treadin. 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden. — 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit, 
An' cry till ye be haerse an' roupet. 
For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weel. 
An' gied you a' baith gear an' meal ; 
E*en mony a plack, and mony a peck. 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! — 

Ye bonnie lasses, dight your een. 
For some o' you hae tint a frien'; 
In Eighty-eight ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'U ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe iJie very nowte an' sheep. 
How dowf and daviely they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 
For E'nburgh wells are grutten dry. 

c2 
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O Eighty-nine, thou's but a bairn, 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn! 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care. 
Thou now has got thy Daddy's chair, 
Nae hand-cufF*d; mizzFd, hap-shackl'd Regent, 
But, like hiiAsel, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man : 
As muckle better as you can. 

January 1, 1789. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN AT A TIME WHEN THE POET WAS ABOUT TO 

LEAVE SCOTLAND. 

O'er the mist-shrouded cliffs of the lone moun- 
tain straying. 
Where the wild winds of winter incessantly rave, 
"What woes wring my heart while intently sur- 
veying [wave. 
The storm's gloomy path on the breast of the 

Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail, 
Ere ye toss me afar from my lov'd native shore ; 

Where the flower which bloom'd sweetest in 
' Coila^s green vale. 
The pride of my bosom, my Mary's no more. 

No more by the banks of the streamlet we'll 

wander, [wave ; 

And smile at the moon's rimpled face in the 

No more shall my arms cling with fondness around 

her, [grave. 

For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her 



DELIA. 27 

No more shall the soft thrill of love warm my 
breast, 

I haste with the storm to a far distant shore ; 
Where unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall rest, 

And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



DELIA. 

ISln &tit. 

Fair the face of orient day. 
Fair the tints of opening rose ; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns. 
More lovely far her beauty blows. 

Sweet the lark*s wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear; 
But, Delia, more delightful still 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

The flower-enamour'd busy bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the strearolet*s limpid lapse 
To the sun-brown'd Arab's lip ; 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
Let me, no vagrant insect, rove! 
O, let me steal one liquid kiss! 
For oh ! my soul is parch'd with love ! 



ON THE DEATH OP 

Sm JAMES HUNTER BLAIR. 

The lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare. 
Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath the western wave ; 

Th* inconstant blast howFd through the darkening 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave, [air. 
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Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell. 

Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal trains 
Or mus*d where limpid streams, once hallowed, 
welP; 
. Or mould'ring ruins mark the sacred fane ^. 

Th' increasin g blast roar'd round the bee tlin g rocks , 
The clouds swift- wing'd flew o'er the starry sky. 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 

And 'mong the cliffs disclosed a stately Form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast. 
And mix*d her wailings with the raying storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 
HTwas Caledonia's trophied shield I view'd ; 

Her form majestic droop*d in pensive woe. 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

E/evers'd that spear, redoubtable in war, 
, Reclin'd that banner, erst in fields unfurFd, 
That like a deathful meteor gleam'd afar. 

And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the world. — 

* My patriot son fills an untimely grave !' 

Widi accents wild and lifted arms she cried ; 
' Low Jies the hand that oft was stretched to save. 
Low lies the heart that swelFd with honest pride ! 

* A weeping country joins a widow's tear. 

The helpless poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 
The drooping arts surround their patron's bier. 
And grateful science heaves the heartfelt sigh. — 



* The RiDg's Park, at Holjrrood boase. 

' St. Anthony's Well. ^ g^^ Anthony's Chapel. 



TO AN OLD SWEETHEART. 29 

* I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 

I saw fair Freedoro*s blossoms richly blow ; 
But, ah! how hope is bom but to expire! 

Relentless fate has laid this guardian low. — 

^ My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung. 
While empty greatness saves a worthless name ? 

No ; every Muse shall join her tuneful tongue, 
And future ages bear his growing fame. 

' And I will join a mother's tender cares, 
Thro' future times to make his virtues last, 

TTiat distant years may boast of other Blairs,' — , 
She said, and vanished with the sweeping blast. 



WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPY OF THE 
POEMS, PRESENTED TO AN OLD SWEETHEART, THEN 
HARRIED. 

Once fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear. 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows, 

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere; 
Friendship! His all cold duty now allows. — 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes. 
One friendly sigh for him, he asks no more. 

Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes, 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 
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THE KIRK'S ALARM". 

% Satire* 

ORTHODOX,Orthodox,wha believe in John Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience : 

There's a heretic blast has been blawn in the wast. 
That what is no sense must be nonsense. 

Dr. Mac %Dr. Mac, you should stretch on a rack. 

To strike evil doers wi' terror; 
To join faith and sense upon ony pretence. 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I declare. 
To meddle wi' mischief a-brewing; 

Provost John is still deaf to the church's relief. 
And orator Bob^ is its ruin. 

D'rymple mild^, D'rymple mild, tho' your heart'a 
like a child, 

And your life like the new driven snaw. 
Yet that winna save ye, auld Satan must have ye. 

For preaching that three's ane and twa. 

Rumble John ', Rumble John, mount the steps 
wi' a groan, 

Cry the book is wi* heresy cramm'd; 
Then lug out your ladle, deal brimstanelike addle. 

And roar ev'ry note of the damn'd. 

Simper James ^, Simper James, leave the fair 
Killie dames. 

There's a holier chase in your view; 
I'll lay on your head, that the pack yell soon lead, 

For puppies like you there's but few. 

' This Poem was written a short time after the pablication 
of Dr. M'Giirs Essay. 

« Dr. M'GiU. ^ R 1 A— kin. * Mr. D— m—le. 

* Mr. R-ss-lI. « Mr. M'K— y. 
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Singet Sawney 7, Singet Sawney, are ye herding 
the penny. 

Unconscious what evils await? 
Wi' a jump, yelJ, and howl, alarm every soul. 

For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Auld', Daddy Auld, there's a tod in the 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk ; [fauld, 

Tho* ye can do little skaith, ye'll be in at the death, 
And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster^ Davie Bluster, if for a saint ye do 
The corps is no nice of recruits ; [muster. 

Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood ye might 
boast. 
If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

Jsmf Goose '°, Jamy Goose, ye hae made but 
toom roose. 

In hunting the wicked Lieutenant; [ark. 

But the Doctor's your mark, for the L— d's haly 

He has cooper'd and caw'd a wrang pin in't. 

PoetWillie*',PoetWillie,gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi' your liberty's chain and your wit ; 

O'er Pegasus' side ye ne'er laid astride. 
Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh-t. 

Andro Gouk'*, Andro Gouk, ye may slander 
the book, 

And the book no the waur, let me tell ye ! 
Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and wig. 

And ye'U hae a calf's head o' sma' value. 

f Mr. M y. • Mr. A— d. 

» Mr. G 1 of O— 1— e. »« Mr. Y— g of C—n— k. 

" Mr. P— b— 8 of A— r. " Dr. A. M— II. 
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Barr Steeiiie'% Barr Steeniey what mean ye? 
what mean ye ? 

If yell meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 
ITe may hae some pretence to haTins and sense, 

Wr people wha ken ye nae better. ^ 

Irvine Side "*, Inrine Side, wi' your torkeycock 
Of manhood bat sma' is your share ; [pride, 

YeVethe figure, 'tis true,even your faes will allow. 
And your friends they dare grant you nae mair. 

Muirland Jock '', Muirland Jock, when the L — d 
makes a rock 

To crush common sense for her sins. 
If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal so fit 

To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will 'SHoly Will, there was wit i' your skull , 
When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor; 

The timmer is scant when ye're ta'en for a saint, 
Wha should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seize your spiritual 
Ammunition you never can need ; [guns, 

Your hearts are the stufi^ will be powther enough. 
And your skulls are storehouses o' lead. 

Poet Burns, Poet Burns, wi' your priest skelp- 
ing turns, 

Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 
Your muse is a gipsie, e'en tho' she were tipsie. 

She cou'd ca' us nae waur than we are. 

w Mr. S ^n Y g of B r. 

I* Mr. S h of G— n. »* Mr. S d. 

»« An Elder in M e. 
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THE TWA HERDS'. 

O a' ye pious godly flocks. 
Well fed on pastures orthodox, 
Wha now wUl keep you frae the fox. 

Or worrying tykes. 
Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks,. 

About the dykes 1 

The twa best herds in a* the wast. 
That e*er gae gospel horn a blast. 
These five and twenty summers past, 

O dool to tell ! 
Hae had a bitter black out-cast, 

Atween themsel. 

M y, man, and wordy R 11, 

How could you raise so vile a bustle, 
Ye'U see how new-light herds will whistle. 

And think it fine! 
The Lord's cause ne'er gat sic a twistle. 

Sin' I hae min'. 

O, sirs, whae'er wad hae expeckit 

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit. 

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit, 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themselves eleckit 

To be their guide. 

* This piece was among the first of oar Aathor*s prodactloot 
which he sobmitted to the public; and was occasioned bj a 
dispnte between two elergjmen, near Kilmarnock. 

VOL. II. D 
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What flock wi* M y*s flock could rank, 

Sae hale and hearty every shank, 
Nae poison'd soor Arminian stank 

He let them taste, 
Frae Calvin's well, aye clear, they drank, 

O' sic a feast! 

The thummart wil'-cat, brock and tod, 
Weel kend his voice thro' a' the wood, 
He smeird their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in. 
And weel he lik'd to shed their bluid. 

And sell their skin. 

What herd like R 11 tell'd his tale. 

His voice was heard thro' muir and dale, . 
He kend the Lord's sheep, ilka tail. 

O'er a' the height. 
And saw gin they were sick or hale. 

At the first sight. 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub. 

Or nobly fling the gospel club. 

And new-light herds could nicely drub. 

Or pay their skin. 
Could shake them owre the burning dub. 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa — O ! do I live to see't. 
Sic famous twa should disagreet. 
An' names, like villain, hypocrite. 

Ilk ither gi'en. 
While new-light herds wi' laughin' spite. 

Say neither's liein' ! 
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A' ye wha tent die gospel fauld, 

There's D— n deep, and P s shaul. 

But chiefly thou, apostle A d, 

We trust in thee, 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld. 

Till they agree. 

Consider, sirs, how we're beset. 
There's scarce a new herd that we get. 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set 

I winna name, 
I hope frae heaven to see them yet 

In fiery flame. 

D e has been lang our fae, 

M* ^11 has wrought us meikle wae. 

And that curs*d rascal ca'd M* e. 

And baith the S s. 

That aft hae made us black and blae, 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

Auld W w lang has hatch*d mischief. 

We thought aye death wad bring relief. 
But he nas gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 
A chiel wha'U soundly buflf our beef ; 

I meikle dread him. 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turn-coats amang oursel. 

There S h for ane, 

I doubt he's but a grey nick quill. 

And that ye'U fin'. 
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O ! a' ye flocks, owre a' the hills, 
By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells. 
Come join your counsel and your skills. 

To CO we the lairds, 
And get the. brutes the power themsels 

To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 
And Learning in a woody dance. 
And that fell cur ca'd Common Sense, 

That bites sae sair, 
Be banish'd owre the sea to France ; 

Let him bark there. 

Then Shaw's and D'rymple's eloquence, 

M' irs close nervous excellence, 

M'Q *s pathetic manly sense. 

And guid M* h, 

Wi* S th, wha thro' the heart can glance. 

May a' pack aif. 



THE HENPECKED HUSBAND. 

Cursed be the man, the poorest wretch in life. 
The crouching vassal to the tyrant wife I 
Who has no will but by her high peimission ; 
Who has not sixpence but in her possession; 
Who must to her his dear friend's secret tell; 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell. 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 
I'd break her spirit, or I'd break her heart : 
I'd charm her with the magic of a switch, 
I'd kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b — h. 
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EPITAPH, 

ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY-SQUIRE. 

As father Adam first was fool'd, 
A case that's still too common, 

Here lies a man a woman ruPd, 
The devil rul'd the woman. 



EPIGRAM 

ON SAID OCCASION. 

O Death, had'st thou but spar'd his life 

Whom we this day lament ! 
We freely wad exchanged the wife. 

And a' been weel content. 

Ev'n as he is, cauld in his graf. 

The swap we yet will do*t; 
Take thou the Carlin^s carcase aff, 

Thou'se get the saul o' boot. 



ANOTHER. 

One Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell, 
When depriv'd of her husband she loved so well. 
In respect for the love and affection he'd shewn 
her, [powder. 

She reduc'd him to dust and she drank up the 

But Queen Jf*******, of a different complexion, 
When caird on to order the funVal direction. 
Would have eat her dead lord, on a slender pre- 
tence. 
Not to shew her respect, but — to save the expense. 

d2 
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ADDRESS TO AN ILLEGITIMATE GUILD. 

Thou's welcome, wean ! mishanter fa* me. 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy. 
Shall ever danton me, or awe me. 

My sweet wee lady, 
Or if I blush when thou shalt ca' me 

Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 
I fatherly will kiss and daut thee. 
As dear an' near my heart I set thee 

Wi' as gude will. 
As a' the priests had seen me get thee 

That's out o' h-11. 

What tho' they ca' me fornicator. 
An' tease my name in kintra clatter : 
The mair they talk I'm kent the better. 

E'en let them clash; 
An auld wife's tongue's a feckless matter 

To gie ane fash. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a merry dint. 

My funny toil is now a' tint. 

Sin' thou came to the warld asklent. 

Which fools may scoff at; 
In my last plack thy part's be in't — 

The better haff o't. 

An' if thou be what I wad hae thee. 
An' tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 
A lovin' father I'll be to thee. 

If thou be spar'd ; 
Thro' a' thy childish years I'll ee thee. 

An' think't weel war'd. 



VERSES. ..EPIGRAM. 30 

Gude grant that thou may aye inherit 
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit, 
An' thy poor worthless daddy's spirit, 

Without his failins. 
Twill please me mair to hear an' 8ee*t, 

Than stockit mailins. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE INN AT CARRON. 

We camena here to view your warks 

In hopes to be mair wise. 
But only, lest we gang to hell. 

It mfiy be nae surprise. 

But when we tirl'd at your door. 
Your porter doughtna hear us ; 

Sae may, should we to helPs yetts come. 
Your billy Satan sair us ! 



EPIGRAM. 



[Bams, accompanied by a friend, having gone to Inverarj, 
at a time when some company were there on a visit to his 
Grace the Doke of Argyll, finding himself and his com- 
panion entirely neglected by the Inn-keeper, whose whole 
attention seemed to be oconpied with the visitors of his 
Grace, expressed his disapprobation of the incivility with 
which they were treated, in the following lines.] 



Whoe'er he be that sojourns here, 

I pity much his case. 
Unless he come to wait upon 

The Lord their God his Grace. 
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Tliere!^ naething here but Highland pride. 
And Highland scab and hunger; 

If Providence has sent me here, 
^was surely in an anger. 



LINES 



WRITTEM BY BURNS, WBILE ON HIS DEATH-BED, TO JOHN 
RANKEM, AYRSHUIE, AND FORWARDED TO HIM IMME- 
DIATELY AFTER THE POET*S DEATH. 

He who of Ranken sang, lies stiff and dead; 
And a green grassy hillock hides his head; 
Alas ! alas ! a devilish change indeed ! 



VERSES 

Sivntti^i^tn to tit tAoUt 3(» ^Elanlten, 

ON HIS WRITING TO THE POET, THAT A GIRL IN THAT PART 
OF THE COUNTRY WAS WITH CHILD TO HIM. 

I AM a keeper of the law 

In some sma' points, altho' not a' ; 

Some people tell me gin^ 1 fa*, 

Ae way or ither. 
The breaking of ae point, tho' sma*. 

Breaks a' thegither. 

I hae been in for't ance or twice. 
And winna say owre far for thrice. 
Yet never met with that surprise 

That broke my rest. 
But now a rumour*s like to rise, 

A whaup*s i* the nest. 
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At a Meeting of the Dunrfries-skire Volunteers, held to 
commemorate the Anniversary of Rodney's Vic- 
tory, April 12, 1782, Bums was called upon for a 
Song, instead of which he delivered the following 
Lines extempore. 

Instead of a song, boys, I'll give you a toast, — 
Here's the memory of those on the twelfth that 

we lost : [found. 

That we lost, did I say? nay, by heay'n, that we 
For their fame it shall last while the world goes 

round. 
The next in succession, I'll give you the Ring, 
Whoe'er would betray him, on high may he swing ! 

And here's the grand fabric, our free Constitution, 
As built on the base of the great Revolution ; 
And longer with Politics, not to be cramm'd. 
Be Anarchy curs'd, and be Tyranny damn'd ; 
And who would to Liberty e'er prove disloyal. 
May his son be a hangman, and he his first trial! 



LINES 



ON BEING ASKED, WHY GOD HAD MADE MISS DAVIES 
so LITTLE AND MRS. *** SO LARGE. 

WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS IN THE INN AT MOFFATT. 

Ask why God.made the gem so small^ 

An' why so huge the granite ? 
Because God meant mankind should set 

The higher value on it. 
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ON mSS J. SCOTT, OF AYR. 

Oh ! had each Scot of ancient times. 
Been, Jeany Scott, as thoa art. 
The iMrarest heart on Englbh ground 
Had yielded like a coward. 



ANSWER TO A POITICAL EPISTLE, 

SENT THE AUTHOR BY A TAILOR. 

What ails ye now, ye lousie h — h. 
To 'diresh my back at sic a pitch? 
Losh, man ! hae mercy wi' your natch. 

Your bodkin's bauld, 
I didna suffer haff sae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times when I grow crouse, 
I gie their wames a random pouse. 
Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae? 
Gae mind your seam, ye prick-the-louse. 

An* jag-the-flae. 

Ring David o' poetic brief. 

Wrought 'mang the lasses sic mischief. 

As filPd his after life wi' grief 

An' bloody rants. 
An' yet he's rank'd amang the chief 

O* lang-syne saunts. 



ANSWER TO A POETICAL EPISTLE. 43 

And maybe, Taniy for a' my cants. 
My wicked rhymes, an' drunken rants, 
I'll gie auld cloven Clooty's haunts 

An unco slip yet. 
An' snugly sit amang the saunts. 

At Davie's hip yet. 

But fegs, the Session says I maun 

Gae fa' upon anither plan. 

Than garren lasses cowp the cran 

Glean heels owre body. 
And sairly thole their mither's ban 

Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on, to tell for sport. 
How I did with the Session sort— 
Auld C/linkum at the Inner port 

Gry*d three times, ^ Robin !' 
' Come hither, lad, an' answer for't, 

Ye're blam'd for jobbin.' 

Wi' pinch I put a Sunday's face on. 
An' snoov'd awa before the Session— 
I made an open fair confession, 

I scom'd to lie ; 
An' syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

Fell foul o' me. 

A fomicator-loun he caU'd me. 

An' said my fau't frae bliss expell'd me; 

I own'd the tale was true he tell'd me, 

' But what the matter V 
Quo' I, * I fear unless ye geld me, 

I'll ne'er be better.' 
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* Geld you!' quo* he, * and whatfore no? 
If that your right hand, leg, or toe,^ 
Should ever prove your spiritual foe, 

You shou d remember 
To cut it aiF, an' whatfore no 

Your dearest member?' 

* Na, na,' quo' I, * I'm no for that. 
Gelding's nae better than 'tis ca't^ 
I'd rather suffer for my faut 

A hearty flewit. 
As sair owre hip as ye can draw't, 

Tho' I should rue it. 

* Or gin ye like to end the bother. 
To please us a', I've just ae ither,^ 
When next wi' yon lass I forgather ,^ 

Whate'er betide it, 
111 frankly gie her't a' thegither. 

An' let her guide it/ 

; 

But, Sir, this pleas'd them warst ava. 
An' therefore, Tam, when that I saw,^ 
I said, ' Gude night,* and cam awa. 

And left the Session ; 
I saw they were resolved a' 

On my oppression. 
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LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, 
kilmArnock. 

• ^ t|c yublicatioii of ^in IEcsbqs. 

O Goudib! terror o' the Whigs, 
Dread o* black coats and rev'rend wigs, 
Sour Bigotry, on her last legs, 

Girnin' looks back, 
Wishin* the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin* glowrin* Superstition, 

Waes me ! she's in a sad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black-Jock, her state physician. 

To see her water ; 
Alas! there's ground o' great suspicion 

Shell ne*er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 
But now she's got an unco ripple ; 
Haste, gie her name up i* the chapel. 

Nigh unto death ; 
See how she fetches at the thrapple. 

An' gasps for breath. 

Enthusiasm's past redemption, 

Gaen in a galloping consumption. 

Not a' the quacks, wi* a' their gumption. 

Will ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption, 

Death soon will end her. 
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46 LETTER TO J S T T. 

Tis you and Taylor' are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mischief; 
But gin the Lord's ain focks gat leave, 

A toopi tar-barrel 
An* twa red peats wad send relief. 

An' end the quarrel. 



LETTER TO J S T T, GL— NC— R. 

AuLD comrade dear and brither sinner. 
How's a' the folk about Gl — nc — r ; 
How do you this blae eastlin wind. 
That's like to blaw a body blind? 
For me, my faculties are frozen, 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 
IVe sent you here by Johnie Simson, 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 
Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeling, 
An' Reid, to common sense appealing. 
Philosophers have fought an' wrangled. 
An' meikle Greek an' Latin mangled. 
Till, wi' their logic jargon tir'd. 
An' in the depth of science mir'd. 
To common sense they now appeal. 
What wives an' wabsters see an' feel. 
But, hark ye, friend, I charge you strictly. 
Peruse them, an' return them quickly. 
For now I'm grown sae cursed douse^ 
I pray an' ponder butt the house. 
My shins, my lane, I there sit roastin'. 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, and Boston ; 

* Dr. Tajr lor of Norwich. 
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Till by an' by, if I baud on, 
ril grunt a real Grospel-groan : 
Already I begin to try it. 
To cast my een up like a pyet. 
When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'ring an' gasping in her gore : 
Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 
A burning an* a shining light. 

My heart- warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an' wale of honest men : 
When bending down wi' auld grey hairs. 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 
May he who made him still support him. 
An' views beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God bless them a' wi' grace and gear ! 

My auld school-fellow. Preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
An' Auchenbay, I wish him joy; 
If he's a parent, lass or boy. 
May he be dad, and Meg the mither. 
Just five and forty years thegither! 
An' no forgetting wabster Charlie, 
I'm tauld he offers very fairly. 
An' L— d, remember singing Sannock, 
Wi' hale-breeks, saxpence, an' a bannock. 
An' next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy, 
Since she is fitted to her fancy ; 
An' her kind stars hae airted till her 
A guid chiel wi' a pickle siller. 
My kindest, best respects I sen' it. 
To cousin Kate an' sister Janet ; 
Tell them frae me, wi' chiels be cautious, 
For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashous: 



48 LETTER TO J -S T-^— T. 

To grant a heart is fairly civil, 

But to grant a maidenhead's the devil. — 

An* lastly, Jamie, for yoursel. 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

An' steer you seven miles south o* hell : 

But first, before you see heaven's glory, ' 

May ye get mony a merry story, 

Mony a laugh, and mony a drink. 

An' ayie eneugh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare ye weel, an' joy be wi' you. 
For my sake this I beg it o* you. 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can, 
Ye '11 fin' him just an honest man ; 
Sae I conclude and quat my chanter. 
Tour's, saint or sinner, 

Rob THE Ranter. 



LINES, 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE IN A LADY's POCKET-BOOK. 

Grant me, indulgent Heav'n, that I may live 
To see the miscreants feel the pains they give ; 
Deal Freedom's sacred treasures free as air. 
Till slave and despot be but things which were. 



EXTEMPORE LINES, 

IN ANSWER TO A CARD FROM AN INTIMATE OF BURNS, 
WISHING HFM TO SPEND AN HOUR AT A TAVERN. 

The Ring's most humble servant I, 

Can scarcely spare a minuter ; 
But I'll be wi' ye by an' bye; 

Or else the Deil's be in it. 



40 



LINES, 

WRITTEN AND PRESENTED TO MRS. KEMBLE, ON SEE- 
ING HER IN THE CHARACTER OF YARICO. 

Damfries Theatre, 1794. 

Kbmble, thou curest my unbelief 

Of Moses and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of grief, 

The rock with tears had flow'd. 



LINES, 



WRITTEN ON WINDOWS Of THE GLOBE TAVERN, 

DUMFRIES. 

The graybeard. Old Wisdom, may boast of his 
treasures. 

Give me with gay Folly to live ; 
I grant him his cabn-blooded, time-settled plea- 

But Folly has raptures to give. [sures. 



I MURDER hate by field or flood, 
Tho' glory's name may screen us ; 

In wars at hame 1 11 spend my blood. 
Life-giving war of Venus. 

The deities that I adore. 

Are social Peace and Plenty, 

I'm better pleased to make one more, 
Than be the death of twenty.. 

e2 



60 LINES WRITTEN ON WINDOWS. 

My bottle is my holy pool, 
That heals the wounds o' care an' dool, 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 
An' ye drink it, ye '11 find him out. 



Jn politics if thou would'st mix. 
And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind. 
Let great folks hear and see. 



LINES, 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, AT THE KING's AHMS 
TAVERN, DUMFRIES. 

Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering 
'Gainst poor Excisemen? give the cause a hear- 
ing; 
What are your landlprds'rent-rolls ; taxing ledgers: 
What premiers, what? even Monarchs' mighty 
gangers : [men ; 

Nay, what are priests? those seeming godly wise 
What are they, pray, but spiritual Excisemen? 



LINES, 

WRITTEN UNDER THE PICTURE OP THE CELEBRATED 

MISS BURNS. 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious railing. 
Lovely Biirns has charms — confess: 

True it is, she had one failing. 
Had a woman ever less? 



i 
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SONGS. 



THE LASS O' B ALLOCHMYLE. 

^WAS even — the dewy fields were green, 

On every blade the pearls hang ; 
The Zephyr wantonM round the bean, 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 
In every glen the mavis sang, 

All nature listening seem'd the^ while, . 
Except where green-wood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd, 

My heart rejoic'd in nature's joy, 
When, musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I chanc'd to spy; 
Her look was like the morning's eye. 

Her air like nature's vernal smile. 
Perfection whisper'd passing by. 

Behold the lass o' Ballochmyle ! 

Fair is the mom in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild; 
When roving thro' the garden gay. 

Or wandering in a lonely wild : 
But woman, nature's darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compile ; 
Ev'n there her other works are foil'd 

By the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 



52 NAEBODY. 

* 

O, had she been a country maid. 

And I the happy country swain, 
Tho' shelter'd in the lowest shed 

That ever rose in Scotland's plain! 
Thro' weary winter's wind and rain, 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil; 
And nightly to my bosom strain 

The bonnie lass o* Ballochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep. 

Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 

Or downward seek the Indian mine ; 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil, 
And every day have joys divine. 

With the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 



NAEBODY. 



I HAE a wife o* my ain, 
ril partake wi' naebody; 

I'll tak cuckold frae nane, 
I'll gie cuckold to naebody. 

I hae a penny to spend. 
There — thanks to naebody; 

I hae naething to lend, 
I'll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody 's lord, 
I'll be slave to naebody; 

I hae a guid braid sword, 
111 tak dunts frae naebody. 



SONG OF DEATH. 53 

111 be merry and free, 

I'll be sad for naebody; 
If naebody care for me, 

111 care for naebody. 



SONG OF DEATH. 

Scene— a Field of Batlh ; Titne of the Day — Evening : the 
Wounded and Dying of the victorious Army are mppoeed to 
join in the foflowing Song, 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 
ye skies. 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell,loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties. 

Our race of existence is run ! 

Thou grim king of terrors, thou life's gloomy foe. 
Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know, 
No terrors hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant — he sinks in the dark. 
Nor saves e*en the wreck of a name : 

Thou strik*st the young hero — a glorious mark! 
He falls in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honour — our swords in our 
Our King and our country to save — [hands, 

While victory shines on life's last ebbing sands, 
O ! who would not rest with the brave ! 
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MY AIN KIND DEARIE O. 



When o'er the hill the eastern star 

Tells bughtin-time is near, my jo ; 
And owsen frae the furrow'd field 

Return sae dowf and wearie O ; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo, 
ril meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild, 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

The hunter lo'es the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 

Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey. 

It maks my heart sae cheery O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 



MY WIFFS A WINSOME WEE THING. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 65 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never loe'd a dearer. 

And niest my heart I'll wear her. 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

The warld's wrack we share o't. 
The warstle and the care 6\; 
Wr her III blithely bear it. 
And think my lot divine. 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There's auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen. 
He's the king o'guid fellows and wale of auld men ; 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's ftresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
She's sweet as the evening amang the new hay ; 
As blithe and as artless as the lamb on the lea, 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 

But oh! she's an heiress, auld Robin's a laird. 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and 

yard; 
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed. 
The wounds 1 must hide that will soon be my dead. 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 



66 . DUNCAN GRAY. 

0, had she but been of lower degree, 
I then might hae hop'd she wad smiFd upon me ! 
O, how past describing had then been my bliss. 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 



DUNCAN GRAY. 



Duncan Gray came here to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing oH, 
On blithe yule night when we were fou. 

Ha, ha, the wooing ot. 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t, 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan prayed; 

Ha, ha, 8fc, 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,. 

Ha, ha, 8fc, 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer*t and blin', 
Spak o* lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, 8fc, 

Time and chance are but a tide. 

Ha, ha, 8fc. 
Slighted love is sair to bide. 

Ha, ha, 4rc. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die 1 
She may gae to — France for me 1 

Ha, ha, 8fc, 



O POORTITH. 57 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

J7a, Aa, Sfc, 
Meg grew sick— as he grew heal. 

Ha, ha, 8fc, 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings; 
And O, her een, they spak sic things ! 

Ha, ha, 8fc. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 
Maggie's was a piteous case. 

Ha, ha, Sfc, 
Duncan couldna be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing oH, 



O POORTITH. 

Tdne — I had a Horse. 

O POORTITH cauld, and restless love. 

Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 
Yet poortith a* I could forgive. 

An' 't werena for my Jeanie. 
O, why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend on Fortune's shining? 

This warld's wealth when I think on. 
Its pride, and a' the lave o't; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man, 
That he should be the slave o't. 
O, why, &c. 
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68 GALLA WATER. 

Her een sae bonnie blue betray 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her o'erword aye. 
She talks of rank and fashion. 
O, why, &c. 

O, wha can prudence think upon, 

A sic a lassie by him? 
O, wha -tan prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as I am ? 
O, why, &c. 

How blest the humble cotter's fate ! 

He woos his simple dearie ; 
The sillie bogles, wealth and state. 

Can never make them eerie. 
O, why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 



GALLA WATER. 

There*s braw braw lads on Yarrow braes 
That wander thro' the blooming heather ; 

But Yarrow braes nor Ettric shaws, 
Can match the lads o' Galla water. 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon 'them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And I'll be his, and he'll be mine, 
The bonnie lad o' Galla water. 

Altho' his daddie was nae laird, 
And tho' I hae nae meikle tocher ; 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 

We'll tent our flocks by Galla water. 



LORD GREGORY. 59 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne*er was wealthy 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure ; 

The bands and bliss o* mutual love, 
O, thaf s the chiefest warld's treasure ! 



LORD GREGORY. 

O, MTRK, mirk h this midnight hour. 

And loud the tempest's roar ; 
A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tower. 

Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha\ 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

If love it mayna be. 

Lord Gregory, mind'st thou not the grove. 

By bonnie Irwine side. 
Where first I own'd that virgin love, 

I lang, lang had denied ? 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow. 

Thou wad for aye be mine ! 
And my fond heart, itsel sae true. 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast ; 
Thou dart of heaven that flashest by, 

O, wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above. 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause love, 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 
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MJSG C THE MILL. 

Air — O bonnie Lass, will you lie in a Barrack ? 

O, KEN ye what Meg o* the Mill has gotten. 
An' ken ye what Meg o* the Mill has gotten? 
She has gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siller. 
And broken the heart o* the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady; 
The laird was a widdiefu' bieerit knurl ; 
She's left the guid fellow and ta*en the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving; 
The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moving, 
A fine pacing Jiorse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O, wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing; 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a maiden ! 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's parle, 
But, gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! 



LOGAN BRAES. 

Tune — Logan Water. 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride ; 
And years sinsyne hae o'er us run. 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
But now thy flow'ry banks appear 
Like drumlie winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his faes. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 



LOGAN BRAES. G3 

• 

Again the merry month o* May 
Has made our hills and valleys gay ; 
The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 
The bees hum round the breathing flowers ; 
Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye. 
And evening's tears are tears of joy : 
My soul, delightless, a' surveys. 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestlings, sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu* mate will share her toil. 
Or wi' his song her cares beguile : 
But I wi* my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass'^widow'd nights and joyless days. 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

O, wae upon you, men o' state, 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye mak mony a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry? 
But soon may peace bring happy days. 
And Willie hame to Logan braes ! 



THERE WAS A LASS. 

TvSE^Bonnie Jean. 

There was a lass, and she was fair. 
At kirk and market to be seen, 

When a' the fairest maids were met. 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 



64 THERE WAS A LASS. 

And aye sbe wrought her mammie's wark^ 
And aye she sang sae merrily : 

The blithest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers^ 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Kobie was the brawest lad. 
The flower and pride of a* the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye. 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste. 
He danced wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream 

The moom-beam dwells at dewy e'en ; 

So trembling, pure was tender love, 
Within the breast o' bonnie Jean. 

And now she works her mammie^s wark. 
And aye she sighs wi' care and pain ; 

Yet wistna what her ail might be. 
Or what wad mak her weel again. 

But didna Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And didna joy blink in her ee, 

As Kobie tauld a tale o' love, 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea? 

The sun was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 

His cheek to her's he fondly prest, 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' love : 



PHILLIS THE FAIB. 65 

O Jeanie fair, I lo*e thee, dear ; 

O, canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

At bam or byre thou shaltna drudge. 

Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
But stray amang thp heather-bells, 

And tent the waving corn wP me. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length she blushed a sweet consent. 

And love was aye between them twa. 



PHILLIS THE FAIR. 

Tune — Bobin Adair, 

While larks with little wing 

Fann'd the pure air, 
Tasting the breathing spring. 

Forth I did fare : 
Gay the sun's golderi eye 
Peep'd o'er the mountains high ; 
Such thy mom ! did I cry, 

Phillis the fair. 

In each bird's careless song 

Glad did I share ; 
While yon wild flowers among. 

Chance led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day. 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray; 
Such thy bloom ! did I say, 

Phillis the fair. 



66 HAD I A CAVE...BT ALLAN STREAM. 

Dovni in a shady walk 

Doves cooing were, 
I mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caught in a snare : 
So kind may Fortune be, 
Such make his destiny, 
He who would injure thee, 

Phillis the fair. 



HAD I A CAVE. 

To the same Tune, 

Had I a cave on some wild distant shore. 
Where the winds howl to the waves' dashing roar; 

There would I weep my woes, 

There seek my lost repose, 

Till grief my eyes should close. 
Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare 
All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air? 

To thy new lover hie. 

Laugh o*er thy perjury. 

Then in thy bosom try. 
What peace is there ! 



BY ALLAN STREAM. 

TVUE— Allan Water. 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove. 
While Phcebus sank beyond Benledi ; 

The winds were whispering thro' the grove. 
The yellow corn was waving ready : 



BY ALLAN STREAM. (17 

I listenM to a lover's sang, 

And thought on youthfu* pleasures mony; 
And aye the wild-v^ood echoes rang — 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie! 

O, happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle mak it eerie ; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breast. 

She, sinking, said, * I'm thine for ever!' 
While mony a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

The haunt o' spring's the primrose brae. 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow; 
How cheery thro' her shortening day 

Is autumn in her weeds o* yellow ! 
But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure. 
Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure ? 



WHISTLE, AND ILL COME TO YOU, 

MY LAD. 

O, WHISTLE, and I'll come to you, my lad ; 
O, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad : 
Tho' father and mither and a' should gae mad, 
O, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me. 
And comena unless the back-yett be a-jee ; 
Syne up the back-stile, and let naebody see. 
And come as ye werena comin to me. 
And come, <&c. 

O, whistle, &c. 



68  DELUDED SWAIN. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as tho* that ye car'dna a flie : 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black ee. 
Yet look as ye werena lookin at me. 
Yet look, &c. 

O whistle, &c. 

Aye vow and protest that ye carena for me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 
But courtna anither, tho' jokin ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me. 
For fear, &c. 

O whistle, &c. 



DELUDED SWAIN. 

Tone— rAe Collier* s Dochter. 

Deluded swain, the pleasure 
The fickle Fair can give thee. 

Is but a fairy treasure. 

Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 
The breezes idly roaming. 

The clouds' uncertain motion. 
They are but types of woman. 

O ! art thou not ashamed 

To doat upon a feature?^ 
If man thou wouldst be named. 

Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow ; 

Good claret set before thee : 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 

And then to bed in glory. 
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THINE AM I. 

Tune— TAe Quaker^s Wif&. 

Thine am I, my faithful fair, 
ThiDe, my lovely Nancy ; 

Ey'ry pulse along my veins, 
Ev'ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and languish : 

Tho* despair had wrung its core. 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips, 
Rich with balmy treasure : 

Turn away thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasure. 

What is life when wanting love? 

Night without a morning: 
Love*s the cloudless summer sun,' 

Nature gay adorning. 



HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR 

STRIFE. 

Tune — To Janet, 

Husband, husband, cease your strife. 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Tho' I am your wedded wife. 

Yet I am not your slave, sir. 

* One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Is it man or woman, say. 

My spouse, Nancy V 
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70 HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR STRIFE. 

If *tis Still the lordly word. 

Service and obedience; 
ni desert my sov'reign lord, 

And so good-bye allegiance ! 

* Sad will I be, so bereft, • 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Yet I'll try to make a shift. 

My spouse, Nancy/ 

My poor heart then break it must. 

My last hour Tm near it : 
When you lay me in the dust. 

Think, think how you will beai: it. 

' I will hope and trust in Heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Strength to bear it will be given. 

My spouse, Nancy.' 

Well, Sir, from the silent dead 
Still I'll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

' rU wed another, like my dear 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Then all hell will fly for fear. 

My spouse, Nancy.' 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE] 

Tone— TAe Sutors Dochter, 

Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart. 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soul, 

That's the love I bear thee ! 



BANKS OF CREE. 71 

I swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie. 
Only thoUy I swear and row^ 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo*es me; 
Or if thou wiltna be my ain, 
Sayna thoult refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be. 
Thou for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



BANKS OF CREE. 

Tone— TA* Flower i of Edinburgh, 

Here is the glen, and here the bower. 
All underneath the birchen shade ; 

The village-bell has toird the hour, 
O, what can stay my lovely maid ? 

Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

^is but the balmy-breadiing gale, 
Mixt with some warbler's dying fall, 

The dewy star of eve to hail. 

It is Maria's voice I hear ! 

So calls the woodlark in the grove 
His little faithful mate to cheer, 

At once 'tis music — and 'tis love. 

And art thou come? and art thou true? 

O welcome dear to love and me ! 
And let us all our vows renew. 

Along the flowery banks of Cree. 
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ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 

Tdne — O'er the HiBs and far awa* 

How can my poor heart be glad, 
When absent 6om my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego. 
He's on the seas to meet the foe? 
Let me wander, let me rove. 
Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that's far away. 

CHORUS. 

On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away : 
Nightly dreams and thxmghts by day 
Are aye with him that's far away. 

When in summer's noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor^s thundering at his gun : 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy! 
Fate, do with me what you may, . 
Spare but him that's far away ! 
On the seas, Sfc. 

At the starless midnight hour. 

When winter rules with boundless power; 

As the storms the forest tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air. 

Listening to the doubling roar. 

Surging on the rocky shore, 



harkI the mavis. 73 

All I can — I weep and pray. 
For his weal that's far away. 
On the seas, 8fc. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 
And bid 4d war his ravage end, 
Man with brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven with prosperous gales 
Fill my sailor's welcome sails, 
To my arms their charge convey, 
My dear lad that's far away. 
On the seas, Sfc, 



HARK ! THE MAVIS. 

Tune — Ca' the Yowes to the Knowet. 
CHORUS. 

Co* the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rows, 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark! the mavis' evening sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods amang ; 
Then a faulding let us gang. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, 8fc. 

Well gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide, 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 
Ca^ the, Sfc. 
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74 SHE SAYS SUE LO'ES ME BEST OF A*. 

Yonder Clouden's silent towers, 
Where at moonshine midnight hours. 
O'er the dewy-bending flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 
Ca^ the, 8fc. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear 
Thou'rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the, Sfc, 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart; 
I can die — but canna part. 
My bonnie dearie, 
Ca' the, 8fc, 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A\ 

Tune — Onagh*8 Water-faU, 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling, sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face^ 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a\ 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A". W 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a^ spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and gracefu' air ; 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Deelar'd that she could do nae mair : 
Her's are the willing chains o' loFe, 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law; 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Let others love the city. 

And gaudy shew at sunny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely vaHey^ 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming, 

^er silver light the boughs amang; 
While falling, recalling, 

The amorous thrush conclude^ his sang: 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o* truth and love. 

And say Uiou lo'es me best of a' ? 



HOW LANG AND DREARY. 

Tune — CaiUd Kail in Aberdeen, 

How lang and dreary is the night, 
When I am frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e'en to mom, 
Tho' I were ne'er sa^ weary. 



76 THE LOYER^S MORNING SALUTE. 

CHORUS. 

For ohy her lanely nights are lang; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow'd heart is sair, 

That's absent frae her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 

I spent wi' thee, my dearie ; 
And now what seas between us roar, 
.How can I be but eerie? 
For oh, 4rc. 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours ; 

The joyless day how dreary ! 
It wasna sae ye glinted by. 

When I was wi' my dearie. 
For oh, 8^c. 



THE LOVERS MORNING SALUTE TO HIS 

MISTRESS. 

Tun E—Dei/ tak the Wars. 

Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature? 

Rosy morn now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 

Now thro* the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods, 
Wild Nature's tenants freely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bower 

Chants o'er the breathing flower; 

The lav'rock'to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy. 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 



BUT LATELY SEEN. 77 

> 

Phoebus » gilding the brow o' morning, 

Banishes ilk darksome shade. 
Nature gladdening and adorning; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair. 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast my sullen sky: 

But when in beauty's light 

She meets my ravish'd sight;. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart; 
Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 



BUT LATELY SEEN. 

Tone—- rA« Death of the LintuL 

But lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoice the day, 
Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowers 
In double pride were gay : 
But now our joys are fled 
On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rich array, 
Again shall bring them a'. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 

Shall melt the snaws of age^ 
My trunk of eild, but buss or bield, 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary days. 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thou golden time o' youthfu' prime. 

Why com'st thou not again! 
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LASSIE Wr THE LINT- WHITE LOCKS. 

TvVEr—Bothiemurchus's Rant, 
CHORUS. 

Lassie wtl the lint-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou urP me tent thejlocks. 
Wilt thou he my dearie O? 

Now nature deeds the flowery lea. 
And a' is young and sweet like thee ; 
O, wilt thou share its joys wi' me. 
And say thou'lt be my dearie O ? 
Lassie wi% Sfq. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
Well to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 
Lassie w{, Sfc. 

When Cynthia lights, wi* silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way. 
Thro* yellow waving fields well stray. 
And talk o' love, my dearie O. 
Lassie wi*, Sfc. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest; 
Enclasped to my faithfu' breast, 
111 comfprt thee, my dearie O. 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou wi* me tent thejlocks. 
Wilt thou be my dearie O? 
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FAREWELL, THOU STREAM. 

Tune — Na)icy*8 to the Chreenwood gone. 

Farewell, thou stream that winding flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

mem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling : 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret languish, 
To feel a fire in ev'ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover : 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan, 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despair. 
Nor wilt nor canst relieve me; 

But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer, 
For pity's sake forgive me! 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd. 

Till fears no more had sav'd me : 
Th' unwary sailor thus aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhehning ruin. 
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CONTENTED WI' UTTLE. 

Tune — Lmwips o* Pmddhtg, 

Contented wi' little^ and cantie wi' mair. 
Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp as they're creepin alang, 
Wi' a cog o' guid swats, and an auld Scottish sang. 

I whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought; 
But man is a sodger, and life is a faught : 
My mirth and guid humour are coin in my pouch, 
And my Freedom's my lairdship nae monarch 
dare touch. 

A towmond o' trouble, should that be my fa', 
A night & guid fellowship sowthers it a' : 
When at the blithe end o' our journ^ at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o' the road he has past? 

Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 

way, 
Be't to me, be*t firae me, e'en let the jade gae : 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure, or 

pain, [again I' 

My warst word is — * Welcome, and welcome 



MY NANNIE'S AWA. 

TtNE— rAere'fl never be Peace. 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays. 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes; 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw; 
But to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 



SWEET fa's the EVE. ai. 

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn , 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie — my Nannie's awa. 

Thou lav'rock that springs frae the dews of the 

lawn. 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn. 
And thou, mellow mavis, that hails the night-fa', 
Give over for pity- my Nannie's awa. 

Come, autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and grey, 
And sooth me vri' tidings o' nature's decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alane can delight me— now Nannie's awa. 



SWEET FA'S THE EVE. 

Tune — CraigU-bum-ioood, , 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie-burn, 
And blithe awakes the morrow. 

But a* the pride o' spring's return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 
I hear the vrild birds smging; 

But what a weary wight can please. 
And care his bosom wringing? 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart. 
Yet darena for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart, 
If I conceal it langer. 
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82 O LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET? 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou shalt love anitber. 
When yon green leaves fa' frae the tree, 

Around my grave they'll wither. 



O LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET? 

TvSE^Let wieinthisae Nighi, 

O Lassie, art thou sleeping yet? 
Or art thou wakiu, I would wit ? 
For love has bound me hand and foot. 
And I would fain be in, jo, 

CHORUS. 

O, let me in this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night; 
For pity's sake this ae night, 

O, rise and kt me in,jo» 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet; 
Tak pity on my weary feet. 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 
O, let me in, 8fc. 

The bitter blast that round me blaws. 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause 
Of a' my grief and pain, jOr 
O, let me in, Sfc. 
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HER ANSWER. 

To ike tame Tmu. 

O, TELI^NA me o' wind and rain, 
Upbrai4na me wi' cauld disdain ! 
Gae back the gait ye cam again, 
I winna let you in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

/ tell you now this ae night, 

ITiis ae^ ae, ae night ; 
And ancefor a' this ae night, 

I winna let you in, jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours. 
That round the pathless wand'rer pours, 
Is nocht to what poor she endures. 
That's trusted faithless man, jo. 
/ tell you now, Sfc. 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 
Let simple maid the lesson read, 
Tlie weird may be her ain, jo. 
/ teU you Tww, 8fc. 

The bird that charm'd his summer-day. 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting woman say 
How aft her fate's the same, jo. 
/ tell you now, Sfc* 
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ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-LARK. 

TviiE--Wkere*a Bonnie Ann He, 

Oy STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray, 
A hapless lover courts thy lay. 
Thy soothing fond complaining. 

Again, again that tender part. 
That I may catch thy melting art ; 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 
Wha kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard tiiee as the careless wind ? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd. 
Sic notes o' wae could wauken. - 

Thou tells o' never-ending care ; 
O' speechless grief, and dark despair ; 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair ! 
Or my poor hei^rt is broken! 



GROVEiS O' SWEET MYRTLE. 

Tune — Humours of Glen, 

Their groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign Isuidg 

reckon, [fume; 

Where bright-beaming summers exalt the per- 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 

Wi' the burn stealing under the lang yelloyf 

broom. 



'TWA8NA HER BONNIE BLUE EE. 86 

Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly 
unseen: 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 
A listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' rich is the breeze in their gay sunny TaDeys, 
And cauld, Caledonians blast on the ware ; 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the 

proud palace, [slave ! 

What are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling 
fountains, 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 

Save love's willing fetters, the chains o' his Jean. 



TWASNA HER BONNIE BLUE EE. 

Tdne — Laddie, lie near me. 

TwASNA her bonnie blue ee was my ruin ; 
Fair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undbing ; 
'Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
'Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o* 
kindness. 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me; 
But tho' fell fortune should fate us to sever. 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, Fm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plighted me love o' the dearest! 
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter. 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. 

h2 
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MARK YONDER POMP. 

Tdne— I>ei/ tak the Wars, 

Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion. 

Round the wealthy, titled bride : 
But when compared with real passion. 

Poor is all that princely pride. 

What are the showy treasures? 

What are the noisy pleasures? 
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art : 

The polish'd jewel's blaze 

May draw the wpnd'ring gaze, 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may delight, > 

But never, never can come near the heart. 

But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In simplicity's array; 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is, 
Shrinking from the gaze of day. 
O, then die heart alarming. 
And all resistless charming, 
In Love's delightful fetters she chains the willing 
soul I 
Ambition would disown 
The world's imperial crown: 
Even Avarice would deny 
His worship'd deity, 
And feel thro' every vein Love's raptures roll. 
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I SEE A FORM, I SEE A FACE. 

Tune — This is no wuf am Haute, 

O, this is no my ain lassie^ 

Fair tho' the lassie be ; 
O, weel ken I my ain lassie^ 

Kind love is in her ee. 

I SEE a iona, I see a face. 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace. 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
O, this is no, 8fc. 

She's bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And aye it charms my very saul, ' 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
O, this is no, 8fo. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink, by a' unseen ; 
But gleg' as light are lovers' een, 
When kind love is in the ee. 
O, this is no, Sfc, 

It may escape the courtly sparks. 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watching lover marks 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
O, tkisi is no, Sfc, 
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O, BOXXIE WAS YOX ROSY BRIER. 



O, BOXXiB wMs TOB Tosj biier. 

That blooms sae &ir firae hmmit o' maa; 

And boDsie she, and ah, how dear ! 
It shaded irae the e'enin son. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew. 

How pure amang tiie leaves sae green; 

Bnt purer was the loTer^s yow 
They witnessed in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower. 

That crimson rose, how sweet and £ur! 

Bnt lore is £ur a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpUng bum, 
Wr Chloris in my arms, be mine; 

And I, the world, nor wish, nor scorn. 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 



FORLORN, MY LOVE. 

Tune — Let me in this ae Night, 

Forlorn, ^y love, no comfort near, 
Far, far from thee, I wander here : 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, love. 



. FORLORN, MY LOVE. 80 

CHORUS. 

Of wert thou, love, but near me, 
But near, near, near me; 
How kindly thou woukkt cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, love. 

Around me scowls a wintry sky. 
That blasts each bud of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have 1, 
Save in those arms of thine, love, 
O, wert, Sfc, 

Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part. 
To poison fortune's ruthless dart — 
Let me not break thy faithful heart. 
And say that fate is mine, love, 
O, wert, Sfc, 

But dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O, let me think we yet shall meet! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 
O, wert, Sfo, 



LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER, 

Tune — The Lothian Latsis. 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen. 
And sair wi' his love he did deave me : 

I said there was naething I hated like men. 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me, beUeve me. 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me. 



90 LAST MAY A BRAW WOER. 

He spak o' the darts in my boimie black een. 
And vow'd for my love he was dying ; 

I said he might die when he liked for Jean : 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lyings 
The Lord forgie me for lying! 

A weel-stocked mailen, himsel for the laird , 
And marriage aff-hand, were his proffers : 

I never loot on that ,1 kenn'd it, or car'd. 

But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers, 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

But what wad ye think ? in a fortnight or less. 
The deil tak his taste to gae near her! 

He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess, 
Guess ye how, the jad! I could bear her, 

could bear her. 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her. 

But a' the niest week as I fretted wi' care, 
I gaed to the tryste p' Dalgarnock, 

And wha but my fine fickle lover was there, 
I glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock, a warlock, 
I glowr'd as Td seen a warlock. 

But owre my left shouther I gae him a blink. 
Lest neebors might say I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in drink. 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie^ dear lassie. 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie. 

I spier'd for my cousin fu' couthy and sweet. 
Gin she had recover'd her hearin. 

And how her new dbioon fit her auld shachl't feet-^ 
But, heavens ! how he fell a swearin, a swearin. 
But, heavens! how befell a swearin. 
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He begged, for Gudesakel I wad be his wife. 
Or else I wad kill him wi' sorrow : 

So e'en to preserve the poor body in life, 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow^ to-morrow, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow. 



HEY FOR A LASS Wr A TOCHER. 

. Tune — BaUinamona ora. 

AwA wi' your witchcraft o* beauty's alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms : 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms, 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit farms. 

CHORUS. 

J%en key, for a lass w€ a tocJier, then hey, far 

a lass wi a tocher , 
Then, hey, for a lass wi a tocher ; the nice yellow 

guineas for me. 

Your beauty's a flower in the morning that blows. 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows; 
But the rapturous charm o' the boanie green 

knowes, [yowes. 

Ilk spring they're new deckit wi' bonnie white 

Then hey, Sfc. 

And e'en when this beauty your bosom has blest. 
The brightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie imprest. 
The langer ye hae them— the mair they're carest. 
Then hey, Sfc, 
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ALTHO' THOU MAUN NEVER BE MINE. 

-t 

Tune — Here^s a health to them thai*s awa, huuy. 

CHORUS. 

Here^s a health to ane I We dear, 

Her^s a health to ane I lo'e dear ; 

Thou art as tweet as the smile when fond lovers meet, 

And soft as their parting tear — Jessy ! 

Altho' thou maun never be mine, 

Altho* even hope is denied ; 
Tis sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessy ! 
Here's a health, 8fc. 

I mourn thro' the gay, gaudy day. 
As, hopeless, I muse on thy charms : 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then I am lockt in thy arms — Jessy ! 
Her^s a health, Sfc, 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love-rolling ee ; 
But why urge the tender confession 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree— Jessy ! 
Here*s a health, 8fc. 



FULL WELL THOU KNOWST. 

Tune — Rothiemurchus. 
CHORUS. 

Fairest maid on Devon hanks. 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou were wont to do ? 
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Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, . 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear? 
O, did not love exclaim, ' Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover sof 
Fairest maid, Sfc. ^ 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share ; 
And by thy beauteous self I swear. 
No love but thine my heart shall know. 
Fairest maid, Sfc, 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 

CHORUS. 

Bonnie lassie, will ye go, will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonnie lassie, will ye go to the Birks ofAherfeldy? 

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays. 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, 8fc, 

While oW their heads the hazels hing. 
The little birdies blithly sing. 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, Sfc. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream deep roaring fa's, 
O'er-hung wi' frtfgrant spreading shaws. 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, Sfc, 
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M THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi* flowers. 
White o*er the linns the bnmie pours. 
And rising, weets wi' misty showers 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, Sfc, 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee. 
They ne^er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Supreniely blest wi' love and thee. 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, 8fc* 



STAY, MY CHARMER. 

Tune — An GiUe dubh eiar dhubh. 

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive me ! 

Well you know how much you grieve we; 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can you go? 

By my love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so I 



THICKEST NIGHT. 

Tvj^^—StrathaUan^s Lament. 

Thickest night, o'erhang my dwelling I 
Howling tempests, o^er me rave I 

Turbid torrents, wintry sweUing, 
Still surround my lonely cave ! 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 96 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing. 

Busy haunts of base mankind. 
Western breezes softly blowing, 

Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of right engaged. 

Wrongs injurious to redress, 
Honour s war we strongly wag'd, 

But the heavens deny*d success. 

Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us. 

Not a hope that dare attend ; 
The wide world is all before us — 

But a world without a friend ! 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 

Tune— Moray. 

Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 

The snaws the mountains cover ; 
Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland Rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray. 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 

And bonnie Castle Gordon ! 

The trees now liaked groaning, 
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging. 

The birdies dowie moaning. 
Shall a' be bliihly singing, 
And every flower be springing. 

Sae J'U rejbice the lee-lang day, 
When by his mighty warden 

My youth's returned to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castle Gordon* 
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RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING. 

Tone — McGregor of Ruara's Lament, 

Raving winds around her blowing. 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 

* Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow ! 

* O'er the past too fondly wandering. 
On the hopeless future pondering ; 
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes. 
Fell despair my fancy seizes. 

life, thou soul of every blessing. 
Load to misery most distressing, 
O, how gladly Pd resign thee, 
And to dark obliyion join thee V 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

Tone — Druimion dubk. 

Musing on the roaring ocean 
Which divides my love and me ; 

Wearying Heaven in warm devotion. 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fqar's alternate billow 

Yielding late to nature's law ; 
WhispVing spirits round my pillow 

Talk of him that's far awa. 



BLITHE WAS SHE. 07 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 

Ye who never shed a tear, 
Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded, 

Gttudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me ; 

Downy sleep, the curtain draw; 
Spirits kind, again attend me, 

Talk of him that's far awa ! 



BLITHE WAS SHE. 

Tune — Andrew and hU cuitie gun, 
CHORUS. 

Blithe, blithe and merry was she, 
Blithe was she but and ben : 

Blithe by the banks of Em, 
But blither in Glenturit glen. 

By Ouchtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw; 

But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, Sfc. 

Her looks were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn ; 

She tripped by the banks of £rn 
As light's a bird upon a thorn. 
Blithe, Sfc, 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As ony lamb's upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er, sae sweet 
As was the blink o' Phemie's ee. 
Blithe, Sfc, 
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D8 A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

The Highland hills IVe wander'd wide. 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been; 

But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blithe, 8fc, 



A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

Tune— TAc SKepherd^s Wife. 

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk, 
Adowa a corn-enclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 
In a' its crimson glory spread,, 
And drooping rich the dewy head. 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
- A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood. 
The pride, the pleasure o* the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd. 
Awake the early morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air, 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning. 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shall beauteous blaze upon the day, 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch'd thy early morning. 
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WHERE, BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S 

STORMS. 

Tune — N. Gow^s Lamentation for Abercaimy, 

Where, braving angry winter's storms, 

The lofty Ochels rise. 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes. 
As one who, by some savage stream, 

A.lonely gem surveys, 
Astonish'd, doubly marks its beam 

With art's most polish*d blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour, 
Where Peggy's charms I first surveyed, 

When first I felt their pow'r ! 
The tyrant death with grim control 

May seize my fleeting breath ; 
But tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 



TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 

Tvv^—Invercauld's Reel, 
CHORUS, 

O Tibbie f I hae seen the day. 
Ye wouldna been sue shy ; 

For laih o' gear ye lightly wic. 
But, trowth, I careTia by. 



100 TIBBIE^ I HAS SEEN THE DAY. 

Yestreen I met you on the moor. 
Ye spakna, but gaed by like stoure : 
Ye geek at me because I'm poor. 
But fient a hair care I. 
O Tibbie, I hue, Sfc. 

I doubtna, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clink, 
That ye can please me at a wink. 
Whene'er ye like to try. 
O Tibbie, I hae, Sfc, 

But sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean 
That looks sae proud and high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, ^c. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart. 
If that he want the yellow dirt. 
Yell cast your head anither airt, 
And answer him fu' dry. 
O Tibbie, I hae, Sfv, 

But if he hae the name o' gear. 
Yell fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho' hardly he for sense or lear 
Be better than the kye. 
O Tibbie, I hae, 8fc, 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 
Your daddy's gear maks you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, Sfc, 
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There lives a lass in yonder park, 
1 wouldna gie her in her sark. 
For thee wi' a' thy thousand mark ; 
Ye needna look sae high. 
O Tibbie, I hoe, ^c. 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BURNS. 

Tone — Seventh of November. 

The day returns, my bosom bums, 

The blissful day we twa did meet, 
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd, 

Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 
Than a' the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than eroWns and globes. 

Heaven gave me more, it made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight. 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 
While joys above my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, 1 live ! 
When that mm foe of life below 

Comes in between to make us part ; 
The iron hand that breaks our band. 

It breaks my bliss-^-it breaks my heart. 



THE LAZY MIST. 

Irish AiE~Coo/iin. 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark-winding rill ; 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear, 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year \ 



102 O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILl! 

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown, 
And all the ^y foppery of summer is flown; 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues ; 
How long I have liy'd, but how much liv'din vain : 
How little of life's scanty span may remain : 
What aspects, old Time, in his progress, has worn; 
What ties, cruel fate in my bosom has torn. 
How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd! 
And downward, how weakened, how darkened, 

how pain*d ! 
This life's not worth haying with all it can give. 
For something beyond it poor man sure must live. 



O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL! 

Tune — My love is lost to me, 

O, WERE I on Parnassus' hill ! 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skill,  

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nith maun be my muse's well. 
My muse maun be thy bonnie sel; 
On Corsincon I'll glovnr and spell. 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay! 
For a' the lee-lang simmer's day, 
I coudna sing, I coudna say. 

How much, how dear I love thee^ 
I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae <:lean. 
Thy tempting looks, thy roguish 6en — 

By heaven and earth 1 love thee! 
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By night, by day, a-field, at hame. 
The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame; 
And aye I muse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho' I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 
Till my last weary sand was run ; 
Till then— and then I'd love thee. 



I LOVE MY JEAN. 

Tune — Mis* Admiral Gordon* s StrtUhspey, 

Of a* the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo*e best : 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' n.y Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air : 
There's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 
There*s not a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o* my Jean. 
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THE BRAES O* BALLOCHMYLE. 

Tune — Miss Forbes's Farewell to Banff. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen. 

The flowers decayed on Catrine lee, 
Nae laVrock sang on hillock green. 

But nature sickened on the ee. 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty's bloom the whyle, 
And aye the wild- wood echoes rang, 

Eareweel the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowets. 

Again ye'll flourish fresh and fair; 
Ye birdies dumb, in withering bowers. 

Again yell charm the vocal air. 
But here, alas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile; 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Eareweel, fareweel ! sweet Ballochmyle. 



WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT. 

O, Willie brew'd a peck o' maut. 
And Rob and Allan came to see ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night. 
Ye wanda And in Christendie. 

CHORUS. 

We arena f cm, weWe no thatfou, 
BtUjust a drappie in our ee; 

The cock may craw, tlie day may daw. 
And aye well taste the barley bree^ 
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Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And mony a night weVe merry been ! 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
We arena fou, Sfc. 

It is the moon, I ken her horn, 
That's blinkin in the lift sae hie ; 

She shines sae bright to whyle us hame. 
But by my sooth shell wait a wee ! 
We arena fou, Sfc. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward loun is he J 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 

He is the king amang us three I 

We arena fou, Sfc. ' , ' ^ , :\ 
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THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 

Tune— 7A« Blathrie o'U 

I GAED a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I'll dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
Twas not her golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips like roses wet wi* dew. 
Her heaving bosom lily-white ; — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue* 

She talk'd, she smil'd, my heart she wyl'd^ 
She charm'd my soul I wistna how ; 

And aye the stound, the deadly wouird^ 
Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue, f 
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Bat spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

She'll aiblins listen to my row : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 

Tune — RobU Donna Oorach, 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea. 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nith to me. 

Where Cunmiins ance had high conunand: 
When shall I see that honoured land. 

That winding stream I love so dear! 
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 

For ever, ever keep me here? 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales. 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom; 
How sweedy wind thy slewing dales, 

Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom! 
Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom. 

Far from thy bonnie banks and braes, 
May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days I 



JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 
When we were first acquent, 

•Your locks were like the raven. 
Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
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But now your brow is beld, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

WeVe had wi' ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we'll go. 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 



TAM GLEN. 

Tone — The Mucking o' GeordU't Byre, 

My heart is a breaking, dear Tittie, 
Some counsel unto me come len'. 

To anger them a' is a pity ; 
But what will I do wi' Tam Glen 1 

Vm thinking, wi' sic a braw fallow. 
In poortith I might mak a fen' ; 

What care I in riches to wallow. 
If I maunna marry Tam Glen? 

There's Lowrie the laird o' Drumeller, 
* Guid-day to you, brute !' he comes ben : 

He brags and he blaws o' his sUier, 
But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

My minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me ; 
But wha can think sae o' Tam Glen ? 



108 O MEIKLE. 

My daddie'says, gin 111 forsake him. 
He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But, if it*s ^rdain'd I maun take him, 
O, wha will I get hut Tam Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentines* dealing, 
My heart to my mou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 
And thrice it was written, Tam Glen. 

The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukin — 
And the very grey breeks o' Tam Glen 1 

Come counsel, dear Tittie, don't tarry ; 

111 gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



O MEIKLE. 

Tune — My Tocher* s the Jewel. 

O, MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty, 

And meikle thinks my luve o' my kin ; 
But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie. 

My Tocher's the jewel has charms for him. 
It's a' for the apple he'll nourish the tree; 

It's a' for the hiney he'll cherish the bee; 
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi the siller. 

He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o' luve's an airl-penny. 
My Tocher's the bargain ye wad buy ; 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin, 
Sae ye wi' anither your fortune maun try* 



GANE IS THE DAY. 109 



Ye're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood, 
Ye're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree. 

Yell slip frae me like a knotless thread. 
And yell crack your credit wi' mae nor me. 



GANE IS THE DAY. 

Tune— •Grt«u&r>y«, count the lawin, 

Ganb is the day, and mirk's the night, 
But we'll ne'er stray for faute o' light. 
For ale and brandy's stars and moon. 
And bluid-red wine's the risin sun. 

CHORUS. 

Then,guidwife, count the lawin,the lawin,the lawin. 
Then, guidwife, count the lawin, and bring a coggie 
mair. 

There's wealth and ease for gentlemen. 
And semple folk maun fecht and fen'. 
But here we're a' in ae accord. 
For ilka man that's drunk's a lord. 
Then, guidwife, count, ^c. 

My coggie is a haly pool. 
That heals the wounds o' care and dool ; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 
An' ye drink it a' yell find him out. 
Then, guidwife, count, 8fc, 
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WHAT CAX A YOUNG LASSIE DO WF 
AX AULD MAN : 

TCNE — Wlud cam a kusie do. 

What can a young lassie, what shall a young 
lassie. 
What can a young lassie do wi* an auld man? 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' Ian' ! 
Bad luck on the penny. Sec. 

He's always compleenin frae momin to e'enin, 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang : 

He's doylt and he's dozin, his bluid it is frozen, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers, 
I never can please him do a' that I can ; 

He's peevish and jealous of a' the young fellows: 
O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 

I'll cross him,and rack him,until I heart-break him, 
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 



THE BONNIE WEE THING. 

TUNP— TAc lads of Saltcoats. 

Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
Lovely wee thing, wast thou mine, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom, 
Lest my jewel I should tine. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! Ill 

Wistfully I look and languish 

In that bonnie face o' thine ; 
And my heart it stounds wi' anguish. 

Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty 

In ae constellation shine; 
To adore thee is my duty, 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 
Bonnie wee, &c. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAMi 

Tune— 7A« Moudikwort, 
CHORUS. 

An Ofor ane and twenty, Tarn! 

An hey, sweet ane and twenty, Tarn! 
ril learn my kin a rattlin tang. 

An I saw ane and twenty. Tarn, 

TheV snool me sair, and hand me down. 
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun*, 
And then comes ane and twenty, Tam« 
An Ofor ane, Sfc, 

A gleib o' Ian', a claut o' gear. 
Was left me by 'my auntie, Tam ; 

At kith or kin I needna spier. 
An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 
An Ofor ane, Sfc, 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tho' I mysel' hae .plenty, Tam; 
But bear's t thou, laddie, there^s my loof, 

I'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam ! 
An Ofor ane, Sfc. 
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BESS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 

Tune — Bottom of the Punch Bowl 

O, LBEZE me on my spinning wheel, 
O, leeze me on my rock and reel ; 
Erae tap to tae that deeds me hien. 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en I 
111 set me down and sing and spin. 
While laigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal — 
O, leeze me on my spinning wheel* 

On ilka hand the burnies trot. 
And meet below my theekit cot ; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest. 
And little fishes caller rest : 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel', 
Where blithe I turn my spinning wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 
And echo cons the doolfu' tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes. 
Delighted, rival ither's lays^: 
The craik amang the claver hay. 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley, 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spinning wheel. 

Wi' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Abooa distress, below envy, 
O, wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a' the pride of a' the great ? 
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Amid their flaring, idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning wheel? 



COUNTRY LASSIE. 

Tune — Johtit come hiss me now. 

In simmer when the hay was mawn^ 

And corn wav'd green in ilka fields 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in ilka bield; 
Blithe Bessie in the milking shiel. 

Says, I'll be wed, come o't what will ; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O' guid advisement comes nae ill. 

It's ye hae wooers mony ane, 

And lassie, ye're but young ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben : 
There's Johnie o' the Buski6-glen, 

7u' is his bam, fu' is his byre; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 

It's plenty beets Uie luver's fire. 

For Johnie o' the Buskie-glen 

I dinna care a single flie ; 
He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye. 

He has nae luve to spare for me : 
But blithe's the blink o' Robie's ee. 

And weel I wat he lo'es me dear : 
Ae blink o' him I wadna gie 

For Buskie-glen and a' his gear. 



114 FAIR BLIZA. 

O thoughtless lassie, life's a faught ; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair; 
But aye fu' han't is fechtin best. 

An hungry care's an unco care: 
But some will spend, and some will spare, 

An' wilfu' folk maun hae their will; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill. 

O, gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye; 
But the tender heart o' leesome luye 

The gowd and siller canna buy : 
We may be poor — Robie and I, 

light is the burden luve lays on; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy, 

What mair hae queens upon a throne? 



FAIR ELIZA. 

Tune — The bonnie bruciet Lassie. 

Turn again, thou fair Eliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rew on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break his faithfu' heart? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza; 

If to love thy heart denies. 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended? 

The offence is loving thee ; 
Canst thou wreck his peace for eyer, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die i 



O, LUVB WILL VENTURE IN. 115 

While the life beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe : 
Tarn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

Not the bee upon the blossom. 

In the pride o* sunny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet, in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his ee. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 

That thy presence gies to me. 



O, LUVE WILL VENTURE IN. - 

Tune-— 7A« PotU. 

O, LUVB will venture in, where it dauma weel be 

seen, 
O, luve win venture in, where wisdom ance has 

been ; [sae green. 

But I will down yon river rove, amang the wood 
And a' to pu* a posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year. 
And I Moll pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear. 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms 
without a peer; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll pu* the budding rose, when Phcebus peeps in 

view, 
For if s like a baumy kiss o* her sweet bonnie mou ; 
The hyacinth's for constancy, wi' its unchanging 

blue. 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 
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The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there r 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air. 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locks o' siller grey, 
Where, like an aged man , it stands at break o' day, 
But the songster's nest within the bush I winna 
tak away; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pu' when the evening star is 

near, [clear : 

And the diamond drops o' dew shall be her een sae 

The violets for modesty which weel she fa's to wear, 

And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

Ill tie the posie round wi' the silken band o'luve, 

And 111 place it in her breast, and I'll swear by 

a* above, [remuve. 

That to my latest draught o' life the band shall ne'er 

And this will be a posie to my ain dear May. 



THE BANKS O' DOON. 

TVSE—The CdUdonian Huni's Delight, 

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fairf 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae weary, fu' o' care ! 
Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird,. 

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn t 
Thou minds me o' departed joys. 

Departed — never to return. 



SIC A WIFS AS WILLIE HAD. 117 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve. 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu*d a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
And my fause luver stole my rose. 

But ah ! he left the thorn wi' me« 



SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 

Tune— 7i66M Fowler in the Glen. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie, 
Willie was a wabster guid, 

Cou'd stown a clue wi* ony bodie ; 
He had a wife was dour and din, 
O, Tinkler Madgie was her mither; 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 
Iwadna gie a button for her. 

She has an ee, she has but ane, 
The cat has twa the very colour; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper tongue wad deave a miller; 

A whiskin beard about her mou. 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither ; 
Sic a wife, Sfc. 

She's bow-hough'd, she's hein shinn'd, 
Ae limpin leg a hand-breed shorter; 

She's twisted right, she's twisted left. 
To balance fair in ilka quarter : 

She has a hump upon her breast, 
The twin o' that upon her shouther; 
Sic a wife, Sfc, 
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Auld baudrans by the iagle sits. 
An' wi' her loof her face a-washm ; 

But Willie's wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushion ; 

Her walie nieves like midden-creelsy 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water; 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 
Iwadna gie a button for her. 



GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December! 

Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care; 
Sad was the parting thou makes me remember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 
Fond lovers' parting: is sweet painful pleasure, 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour; 
But the dire feeling, , faerewell for ever 

Is anguish unmingl'd and agony pure. 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest. 

Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown^ 
Such is the tempest has taken my bosom. 

Since my last hope and my comfort is gone ; 
Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi* sorrow and care; 
For sad was the parting thou makes me remember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, oh! ne'er to meet mair. 
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BEHOLD THE HOUR. 

Ton £ — Oran-gwU. 

m 

Behold the hour, the boat arrire; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart! 
Sever'd from thee can 1 survive ? 

But fate has will'd, and we must part. 
Ill often greet this surging swell, 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
* E'en here I took the last farewell ; 

There latest marked her vanished sail.' 

Along the solitary shore, 

VHiile flitting sea-fowl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye : 
Happy, thou Indian grove, I'll say. 

Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O, tell me, does she muse on me ? 



SHE'S FAIR AND PAUSE. 

She's fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang: 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart, 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A coof cam in wi* rowth o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear. 
But woman is but warld*s gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 



120 FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON. 

Whae'er ye be that woman love. 

To this be never blind, 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she proye^ 

A woman has't by kind : 
O woman lovely, woman fair ! 
An angel form's faun to thy share, 
Twad been o'er meikle toVe gien thee maif, 

I mean an angel mind. 



FI,OW GENTLY, SWEET AFTOlSr. 

TVSE— A/ton Water. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton ,among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, 111 sing thee a song in thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream,, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds ihro' the 

glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming for* 

bear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear winding rills; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea, 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 
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Thy crystal stream, Afton, 4iow lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy clear 
wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 



BONNIE BELL. 



The smiling spring comes in rejoicing. 

And surly winter grimly flies : 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies; 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning, 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell ; * 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sunny summer. 

And yellow autumn presses near. 
Then in his turn comes gloomy winter. 

Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell. 
But never ranging, still unchanging, 

I adore my bonnie Bell. 
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LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE? 

Tune — My mother^s aye ghwring o'er me. 

Louis, what reck I by thee. 

Or Geordie on his ocean ? 
Dyvor, beggar louns to me, 

I reign in Jeanie's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law. 
And in her breast enthrone me: 

]Kings and nations, swith awa ! 
Reif randies, I disown ye ! 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

Tune— TAe Highland Watch's FareweU. 

My heart is sair, I darena tell. 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o' somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 
J. could range the world around, 
For the sake o' somebody. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

O, sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey I for somebody ! 
I wad do — what wad I not? 
For the sake o' somebody ! 



123 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 

The lovely lass o* Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 
For e'en and morn she cries, alas! 

And aye the saut tear blins her ee : 
Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu' day it was to me ; 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay. 

Their graves are growing green to see; 
And by them lies the dearest lad 

That ever blest a woman's ee ! 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 
For mony a heart thou hast made sair, 

That ne'er did wrang to thine or thee. 



O MAY, THY MORN. 

O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet. 
As the mirk night o' December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine. 
And private was the chamber: 

And dear was she I darena name. 
But I will aye remember. 
And dear, &c. 

And here's to them that, like oursel. 

Can push about the jorum ; 
And here's to them that wish us weel. 



124 O, WAT YE WHA*S IN YON TOWN. 

May a' that's guid watch o*er them ; 
And here's to them we darena tell^ 
The dearest o' the quorum. 
And here's to^ &c. 



O, WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN ? 

Tune — The Bonnie lass in yon town, 

O, WAT ye wha's in yon town. 

Ye see the e'enin sun upon ? 
The fairest dame's in yon town. 

That e'enin sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 
She wanders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest ye flow'rs that round her blaw. 
Ye catch the glances o' her ee ! 

How blest ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in the blooming year, 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear ! 

The sun blinks blithe on yon town, 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight in yon town. 
And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Without my love, not a' the charms 
O' Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arms. 
And welcome Lapland's dreary sky. 

My cave wad be a lover's bower, 

Tho' raging winter rent the air; 
And she a lovely little flower. 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 



A RED, RED ROSE. 125 

O, sweet is she in yon town, 

Yon sinkin suq's gane down upon ; 

A fairer than's in yon town, 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

If angry fate is sworn my foe. 

And suffering I am doomed to bear ; 

I careless quit aught else below. 
But spare me, spare me Lucy dear. 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne'er depart » 

And she — as fairest is her form ! 
She has the truest, kindest heart. 



A RED, RED ROSE. 

Tune — Wishaw's Favourite, 

O, MY luve's like a red, red rose. 
That's newly sprung in June ; 

O, my luve's like the inelodie 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass. 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I will luve thee still, my dear^ 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun : 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And fare thee weel awhile ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 

Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 
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A VISION. 

Tune — Cumuoek Psmlms. 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 
Where the wa'-flower scents the dewy air. 

Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 
And tells the midnight moon her care; 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 
The stars they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill. 

And the distant-echoing glens reply. 

The stream, adown its hazelly path. 

Was rushing by the ruined wa', 
Hasting to join the sweeping Nitb, 

Whase distant roarings swfll and fa*. 

The cauld blue north was streaming forth 
Her lights, wi' hissing eerie din ; 

Athort the lift they start and shift. 
Like fbrtune's favours, tint as won. 

By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes. 
And, by the moon-beam, shook to see 

A stem and stalwart ghaist arise, 
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o* stane. 
His darin look had daunted me ; 

And on his bonnet graved was plain 
The sacred posy — Libertie ! 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 
Might rous*d the slumbering dead to hear; 

But oh, it was a tale of woe, 
As ever met a Briton's ear! 
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He sang wi* joy his former day, 
He weeping wail'd his latter times ; 

But what he said it was nae play, 
I winna venture't in my rhymes. 



NAE GENTLE DAMES. 

Tune — The deuks dang o'er my daddy. 

Nae gentle dames^ tho' e'er sae fair, 
Shall ever be my muse's care ; 
Their titles a* are empty show ; 
Gie me my highland lassie, O. 

CHORUS. 

Within, the glen sae bushy, O, 
Ahoan the plain sae rushy, 0, 
I set me down wV right goad will. 
To sing my highland Uissie, O. ^ 

Oh, were yon hills and valleys mine. 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine ! 
The world then the love should know 
I bear my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, Sfc. 

But fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And I maun cross the raging sea ; 
But while my crimson currents flow 
111 love my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, Sfc. 

Altho' thro' foreign climes I range, 
I know her heart will never change. 
For her bosom burns with honour's glow. 
My faithful highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, Sfc. 



128 OH, weUt thoo in the ca^ld blast. 

For her I'll dare the billow's roar. 
For her 111 dare the distant shore. 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, S^c, 

She has my heart, she has my hand. 
By sacred truth and honour's band ! 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I'm thine, my highland lassie, O. 

Fareweel the glen sae bushy, O! 
Fareweel the plain sae rushy, Of 
To other lands I now must go, 
To sing my highland lassie^ O! 



OH, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST. 

TuN£ — TAe lass of Livingstone* 

Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast. 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee. 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw. 
Thy bield should be my bosom, 

To share it a\ to share it a\ 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi* thee to reign, wi' thee to reign. 
The brightest jewel in my crown. 

Wad be my queea, wad be my queen. 
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JOCKEY'S TA*EN THE PARTING KISS. 

Jockey's ta'en the parting kiss. 
O'er the mountains he is gane ; 

And with him is a' my bliss, 
Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my hive, ye winds that blaw, 
Plashy sleets and beating rain ! 

Spare my luve, thou feathery snaw, 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair gladsome ee, 

Sound and safely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blithe his waukening be ! 

He will think on her he lores, 

Fondly he'll repeat her name ; 
For where'er he distant roves. 

Jockey's heart is still at hame. 



MY PEGGY'S FACE. 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form. 
The frost of hermit age might warm; 
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind, 
Might charm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy's angel air. 
Her face so truly heavenly fair. 
Her native grace so void of art ; 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye, 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
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Who but owns their magic sway, 
Who but knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrill, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear. 
The gentle look that rage disarms. 
These are all immortal charms. 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY '. 

Up in the momiftg^s no for me, 

Up in the morning early ; 
When a' the hills are covered wi* snaw, 

Fm sure ifs winter fairly, 

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west, 

The drift is driving sairly ; 
Sae loud and shrill's I hear the blast, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

The birds sit chittering in the thorn, 

A' day they fare but sparely ; 
And lang's the night frae e'en to morn, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 
Up in the morning, Sfc, 



I DREAM'D I LAY WHERE FLOWERS 
WERE SPRINGING*. 

I dream' D I lay where flowers were springing 

Gaily in the sunny beam ; 
List'ning to the wild birds singing. 

By a falling, crystal stream : 

' Tbe choras is old. 

' These two stanzas I composed when I was seventeen, 
and are among the oldest of my printed pieces. 

Burns* RtHques^ p« 242. 



BEWARE O' BONNIE ANN. 131 

Straight the sky grew black and daring ; 

Thro' the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring, 

O'er the swelling, drumlie wave. 

Such was my life's deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd; 
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flowery bliss destroy'd. 
Tho' fickle fortune has deceived me. 

She promis'd fair, and perform'd but ill ; 
Of mony a joy and hope bereav'd me, 

I bear a heart shall support me still. 



BEWARE O' BONNIE ANN >. 

Ye gallants bright, I red you right, 

Beware o' bonnie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fu* o' grace, 

Your heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright, like stars by night. 

Her skin is like the swan ; 
Sae jimpy lac*d her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and loye, attendant move, 

And pleasure leads the van ; 
In a' their charms, and conquering arms. 

They wait on bonnie Ann. 

' I composed this song oat of compliment to Miss Ann 
Masterton, the daughter of mj friend Allaln Masterton, the 
aotbor of the air of Strathallan's Lament/ and two or three 
others io this work.— BuriM' Reliques, p. 266. 
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The captive bands may chain the hands. 

But love enslaves the man ; 
Ye gallants braw, I red you a!. 

Beware o' bonnie Ann. 



MY BONNIE MARY '. 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine. 

An' fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I may drink before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the ferry; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners 0y, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready; 
The shouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle clojses thick and bloody; 
But it's no the roar o* sea or shore 

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry; 
Nor shout o' war that's heard afar. 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 



THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY*. 

Tone — Neil Crowds Lament, 

There's a youth in this city, it were a great pity 
That he from our lasses should wander awa; 

For he's bonnie and braw, weel favour'd witha'. 
And his hair has a natural buckle and a'. 

' Thi9 air is Oswald's; the first half-stanza of the song is qld. 
' This air is claimed by Neil Grow, who calls it his Jaqiept, 
for his brother. The fijrst half-staDza of the song is old. 
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His coat is the hue of his bonnet sae blue; 

His fecket ' is white as the new-driven snaw ; 
His hose they are blae, and his shoon like the slae. 

And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a'. 
His coat is the hue, &c. 

For beauty and fortune the laddie's been courtin ; 
Weel-featur'd, weel-tocher'd, weel-mounted 
and braw ; 
But chiefly the siller, that gars him gang till her, 

The penny's the jewel that beautifies a'. 
There's Meg wi' the mailen, that fain wad a 
haen him, 
And Susy whase daddy was Laird o' the ha'; 
There's lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters his 
fancy, 
— But the laddie's dear sel he lo'es dearest of a\ 



MY HEARTS IN THE HIGHLANDS*. 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, 
The birth-place of valour, the country of worth ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ; 

' Fecket, an under-waistcoat with sleeves. 
^ The first ba1f-8tan%a is old. 
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Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods; 
Parewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here. 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer : 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 



THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE OT'. 

O, WHA my babie-clouts will buy? 
Wha will tent me when I cry? 
Wha will kiss me whare I lie ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. — 

Wha will own he did the faut? 
Wha will buy my groanin-maut? 
Wha will tell me how to ca't ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. — 

When I mount the creepie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there 1 
Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair, 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. — 

Wha will crack to me my lane? 
Wha will mak me fidgin fain 1 
Wha will kiss me o*er again? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't — 

' I composed this song prettj earlj in life, and sent it to a 
yoQDg girl, a verj particalar acqaaintance of mine, who was 
at that time ooder a cloud. 

Bums* ReliqueSf p. 278. 
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I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR «. 

I DO confess thou art sae fair, , 

I wad been o*er the lugs in luve; 

Had I not found the slightest prayer 
That lips could speak thy heart could muve. 

I do confess thee sweet, but find 
Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets. 

Thy favours are the silly wind 
That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonder rose-bud rich in dew, 
Amang its native briers sae coy, 

How soon it tines its scent and hue 
When pu'd and worn a common toy ! 

Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 
Tho' thou may gaily bloom a while ; 

Yet soon thou shalt be thrown aside, 
Like ony common weed and vile. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro' the 
heather to feed, [his reed : 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on 
Where the grouse, &c. 

' This song is altered from a poem by Sir Robert Ajton, 
private secretary to Mary and Anne, queens of Scotland. 
The poem is to be found in James Watson's Collection of 
Scots Poems, the earliest collection printed in Scotland. — I 
think that I have improved the simplicity of the sentiments, 
by giving them a Scots dress. — Burns' JleliqueSf p. 292» 
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Not Gowrie's rich valley, nor Forth's sunny 

shores, 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mossy moors; 
For there, by a lanely, sequester'd clear stream, 
Resides a sweet lassie,my thought and my dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still bemy path, 
Ilk stream foaming down its. ain green narrow 

strath ; 
For there wi' my lassie the day lang I rove. 
While o'er us unheeded, fly the swift hours o' love. 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is fair ; 
O' nice education but sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 
But I lo*e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 

To beauty what man but maun yield him a prize. 
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs ? 
And when wit and refinement hae polish'd her 

darts. 
They dazzle our een, as they fly to our hearts. 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond spark- 
ling ee. 

Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 

And the heart-beating love, as I'm clasp'd in 
her arms, 

O, these are my lassie's all-conquering charms! 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOR? 

"Wha is that at my bower door? 

O, wha is it but Findlay ; 
Then gae your gate, ye*se nae be here ! 

Indeed maun I, quo' Findlay. 
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What mak ye sae like a thief? 

O, come and see, quo' FindTlay; 
Before the morn ye'll work mischief; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Gif I rise and let you in ; 

Let me in, quo' Findlay; 
Ye'U keep me waukin wi' your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo* Findlay. 
In my bower if ye should stay ; 

Let me stay, quo* Findlay; 
I fear ye*ll bide till break o' day ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain ; 

I'll remain, quo* Findlay; 
I dread ye'U learn the gate again ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 
What may pass within this bower — 

Let it pass, quo' Findlay ; 
Ye maun conceal till your last hour; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 



THO' CRUEL FATE. 

Tho' cruel fate should bid us part. 

As far's the pole and line ; 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 

Tho' mountains frown and deserts howl. 

And oceans roar between ; 
Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jean. 



138 



FARE THEE WEEL. 

Ae iond kiss, and then we sever! 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy; 
But to see her was to lover her; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly. 
Never met — or never parted. 
We had ne'er been brokeb-hearted. 

Pare thee weel, thou first and fairest! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans Til wage thee. 



THE BONNIE BLINK O' MARY'S EE! 

Now bank an' brae are claith'd in green. 
An' scatter'd cowslips sweetly spring. 

By Girvan's fairy haunted stream 
The birdies flit on wanton wing. 
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To CassilUs' banks when e'ening fa's, 

There wi* my Mary let me flee. 
There catch her ilka glance o' love, 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 

The chield wha boasts o' warld*s wealth, 

Is aften laird o' meikle care; 
But Mary she is a* my ain, 

Ah, fortune canna gie me mair! 
Then let me range by Cassillis' banks 

Wr her the lassie dear to me. 
And catch her ilka glance o' love. 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 



THE BONNIE LAD THAT'S FAR AWA. 

O, HOW can I be blithe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and braw, 

When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is o'er the hills and far awa? 

It*s no the frosty winter wind. 
It's no the driving drift and snaw ; 

But aye thc^ tear comes in my ee. 
To think on him that's far awa. 

My father pat me frae his door, 

My friends they hae disowned me a* ; 

But I hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

» 

A pair o' gloves he gae to me, 

And silken snoods ' he gae me twa ; 

And I will lyear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

' Ribands for binding the bair. 
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The weary winter sooa will pass. 

And spring will deed the birken-shaw ; 

And my sweet babie will be bom. 
And hell come hame that's far awa. 



OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

Out over the Forth I look to the north, 

But what is the north and its Highlands to me? 

The south nor the east gie ease to my breast. 
The far foreign land, or the wild rolling sea. 

But I look to the west, when I gae to rest, 
That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be; 

For far in the west lives he I lo'e best. 
The lad that is dear to my babie and me. 



THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA. 

Tone — Banks of Banna, 

Yestreen I had a pint o' wide, 

A place where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
The hungry Jew, in wilderness 

Rejoicing o*er his manna. 
Was naething to my hinny bliss 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye monarchs, tak the east and west^ 

Frae Indus to Savannah ! 
Gie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna. 
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There 111 despise imperial charms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dying raptures in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa, thou flaunting god o' day I 

Awa, thou pale Diana! 
Ilk star gae hide thy twinkling ray 

When I*m to meet my Anna. 
Come, in thy raven plumage, night. 

Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a'; 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transports wi* my Annaf 



THE DEIL'S AWA WI' THE EXCISEMAN »^ 

The Deil cam fiddling thro' the town. 
And danc'd awa wi' the Exciseman ; 

And ilka wife cry'd, ' Auld Mahoun, 
We wish you luck o* your prize, maur 

CHORUS. 

' We*ll mak our matU, and brew our drini, 
Well dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 

And momf thanks to the muckle black Deil 
That danced awa wT the Exciseman. 

' There's threesome reels, and foursome reels^ 
There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man : 

But the ae best dance e'er cam to our Ian', 
Was-— the DeiFs awa wi' the Exciseman. 
TV^ll mak our maut, Sfc' 

' At a meeting of his brother Excisemen in Damfries, 
Barns, being called upon for a Song, banded these verses 
extempore to the President, written on the bacic of a letter. 
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BANKS OF DEVON. 



How pleasant the banks of the clear-winding 
Devon, [blooming fair; 

With green-spreading bushes, and flowers 
But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon 

Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower, 
In the gay rosy mom as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower. 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 
With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 

And far be thou (Ustant, thou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, 
AndEngland triumphant display her proud rose; 

A fairer than either adorns the green valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



STREAMS THAT GLIDE. 

Streams that glide in orient plains. 
Never bound by winter's chains ! 
Glowing here on golden sands. 
There commix'd with foulest stains 
Prom tyranny's empurpled bands : 
These, their richly-gleaming waves, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 
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Spicy forests, ever gay. 
Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toU, 
Or the ruthless native's way. 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave. 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 

Wildly here, without control, 
Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 
In that sober pensive mood. 
Dearest to the feeling soul. 
She plants the forest, pours the flood ; 
Life*s poor day 111 musing rave. 
And find at night a sheltering cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave. 
By bonnie Castle Gordon. 



BLITHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL. 

Tune — Liggeram Co$h. 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill. 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free. 

As the breeze flew o'er me : 

Now nae langer sport and play. 
Mirth or sang can please me ; 

Lesley is sae fair and coy, 
Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glowr. 

Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 
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If she winna ease the thraws 
In my bosom swelling ; 

Underneath the grass-green sod 
Soon maun be my dwelling. 



FRAGMENT, 

IN W1THER8P00N*8 COLLECTION OF SCOTS SONGS. 
TvHE—HughU Graham. 

* O, GIN my love were yon red rose 

That grows upon the castle wa'. 
And I mysel' a drap o' dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fa'! 

* Oh, there, beyond expression blest, 

I'd feast on beauty a' the night ; 
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest. 
Till fley'd awa by Pfegebus' Jight.' 

' O, were my love yon lilac fair, 
Wr purple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing, 

When youthfu' May its bloom renew'd*. 

' These yianzas were added bj Bairns* 
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ADOWN WINDING NITH. 

Tune — The muehin o* GeordU*M byre. 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring ; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

CHORUS. 

Awa wV your belles and your beauties, 
They never wi* her can compare: 

Whoever has met wi' my Phillis 
Has met wi' the queen o* the fair. 

The daisy amus*d my fond fanc^* 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem, said I, o' my Phillis, 

For she is simplicity's child. 
Awa, Sfc. 

The rose-bud's the blush o' my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest : 

How fair and how pure is the lily, 
But fairer and purer her breast. 
Awa, Sfc. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 

They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie : 
Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine. 
Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 
Awa, S^c. 

N 2 
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Her voice is the song of the momiDg 
That wakes through the green-spreading grove, 

When Phoebus peeps over the mountaias. 
On music, aqd pleasure, and love. 
Awa, S^c, 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting, 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will flourish without a decay. 
Awa, Sfc, 



COME, LET ME TAKE THEE. 

Tune— CauU Kaih 

Come, let me take thee to my breast. 

And pledge we ne'er shall sunder ; 
And I shall spurn as vilest dust 

The warld's wealth and grandeur: 
And do I hear my Jeanie own 

That equal transports move her? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

That I may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi* all thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
ni seek nae mair o' heaven to share. 

Than sic a moment's pleasure : 
And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever! 
And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never. 
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THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 

TONE~F«e him. Father. 

Thou hast Mt me ever, Jamie, Thou hast left 
me ever, [me ever. 

Thou hast left me, ever, Jamie, Thou hast left 

Aften hast thou vow'd that death only should us 
sever. [thee never, Jamie, 

Now thou'st left thy lass for aye — I maun see 
ril see thee never. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me 
forsaken. [forsaken. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me 

Thou canst love anither jo, while my heart is 
breaking. [waken, Jamie, 

Soon my weary een 111 close — Never mair to 
Ne*er mair to waken. 



WHERE ARE THE JOYS. 

Tone— iSToto ye my Father? 

Where are the joys I have met in the morning. 
That danc'd to the lark's eitrly song? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand'ring. 
At evening the wild woods among? 

No more a- winding the course of yon river. 
And marking sweet flow'rets so fair : 

No more I trace the light, footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly winter is near? 
No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 



148 O, SAW YK MY DEAR. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover. 
Yet long, long too well have I known : 

All that has caus'd this wreck in my bosom. 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal. 
Nor hope dare a comfort bestow: 

Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish. 
Enjoyment I'U seek in my woe. 



O, SAW YE MY DEAR. 

Tune — When she cam ben she bobbit. 

O, SAW ye my dear, my Phely? 
O, saw ye my dear, my Phely? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love. 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
O, had I ne*er seen thee, my Phely! 
As light as the air, and fause as thou's fair, 
Thou'st broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN. 

Tune — Duncan Gray, 

Let not woi^ian e'er complain 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain. 

Fickle man is apt to rove : 



TO CHLQRIS. 14U 

Look abroad through Nature's range, 
Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange, 
Man should then a monster prove? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
Sun and moon but set to rise, 

Round and round the seasons go. 

Why then ask of silly man. 
To oppose great Nature's plan? 
Well be constant while we can — 
You can be no mpre^ you know. 



MY eHLOmS. 

Tune — My Lodging is on the cold ground. 

My Chloris, mark how green the groves. 
The primrose banks how fair: 

The balmy gales awake the flowers, 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gay. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string 

In lordly lighted ha' : 
The shepherd stops his simply reed^ 

Blithe, in the birken shaw^ 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath, the milk-white thorn I 
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The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 
In shepherd's phrase will woo : 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his heart as true? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 

That spotless breast o' thine : 
The courtiers' gems may witness love — 

But 'tisna love like mine. 



CHARMING MONTH OF MAY ' 

It was the charming month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were fresh and gay. 
One morning, by the break of day. 
The youthful, charming Chloe ; 

From peaceful slumber she arose. 
Girt on her mantle and her hose. 
And o*er the flow'ry mead she goes. 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely was she by the daum. 

Youthful Chloe f charming Chloe, 

Tripping o'er the pearly laum, 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

The feather'd people you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

* Altered from an old English Song. 
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Tilly painting gay the eastern skies^ 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivaird by the radiant eyes 
Of youthlfuly charming Chloe. 
Lovely was »he, Sfc, 



O PHILLY. 

Tune— TAe Sow's Tail. 



HE. 

O Philly, happy be that day 
When, roving through the gathered hay, 
My youthfu' heart was stown away, 
And by thy charms, my Philly. 

SHE. 

O Willy, aye I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love. 
Whilst thou didst pledge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

HE. 

As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fairer blows, 
So in my tender bosom grow» 
The love I bear my Willy. 



162 O PHILLY. 

HE. 

The milder sun and bluer sky. 
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy. 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring. 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring. 
As meeting o' my Willy. 

HE. 

The bee that Uiro' the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower. 
Compared wi' my delight is poor. 
Upon the lips o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy weet. 
When evening shades in silence meei,^ 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random riii, 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win f 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane. 
And that's my ain dear Philly. 

SHE. 

What's a' the joys that gowd can gie t 
I carena wealth a single flie ; 
The lad I love's the lad for me. 
And that's my ain dear Willy^ 
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CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS. 

Tone— Boy** Wif9, 
CHORtS. 

Camt thou leave me thtu, my Katyt 
Camt thou leave me thus, my Katy? 
Well thou know^st my aching heart, 
And camt thou leave me thus for pity? 

Is this thy plighted fond regard^ 
Thus cruelly to part, my Katy? 

Is this thy faithful swain's reward — 
An achingy broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou, Sfc. 

Farewell ! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thou may'st find those will love thee dear- 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thou, Sfc, 



CAN I CEASE TO CARE? 

TVVE—Aye Wakin O. 
CHORUS.. 

Long, long the night. 
Heavy comes the morrow, 

While my souVs delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care? 

Can I cease to languish. 
While my darling fair 

Is on die couch of anguish? 
Long,^Sfc. 
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Every hope is fled. 
Every fear is terror; 

Slumber even I dread. 
Every dream is horror. 

Hear me, Pow'rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me ! 
Take aught else of mine, 

But my Chloris spare me ! 



EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 

TuNE^GrttficranHe. 

LORD A— TE. 

He clench'd his pamphlets in his fist, 

He quoted and he hinted, 
.Till in a declamation-mist. 

His argument he tint it : 
He gaped for't, he graped for't. 

He fand it was awa, man ; 
But what his common sense came short, 

He eked out wi' law, man. 

MR. ER — ne. 

Collected Harry stood awee, 

Then opened out his arm, man ; 
His lordship sat wi' ruefu^ ee. 

And ey'd the gathering storm, man : 
Like wind-driv'n hail it did assail. 

Or torrents owre a lin, man; 
The Bench sae wise lift up their eyes, 

Half-wauken'd wi' the din, man. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN'. 

There was three kings into the east. 
Three kings both great and high. 

An* they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and plough'd him dowq. 

Put clods upon his head, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerful spring came kindly on, 

And show'rs began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surpris'd them all. 

The sultry suns of summer came, 

And he grew thick and strong, 
His head weel arm'd wi^ pointed spears, 

That no one should him wrong. 

The sober autumn enter'd mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending joints and drooping head, 

Show'd he began to fail. 

His colour sicken'd more and more. 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 

They've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp. 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

' This is partly composed on the plan of an old song known 
by the same name. 
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They laid him down upon his back. 

And cudgeFd him full sore;, 
. They hung him up before the storm. 

And turned him o*er and o*er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
They heaved in John Barleycorn^ 

There let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe. 
And still, as signs of life appear'd. 

They tpss'd him to and fro. 

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame. 

The marrow of his bones; 
3ut a miller us'd him worst of all, 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood. 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more inbound. - 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste hb blood, 

HTwill make your courage rise. 

' 'Twill make a man forget his woe; 
Twill heighten all his joy : 
Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 
Tho' the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in hand; 
And may his great posterity 

^e'er fail in old Scotland! 
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A FRAGMENT. 

TvHE—GiUicranhie. 

When Guilford good our pilot stood, 

And did our helmthraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea 

Within America, man : 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, man; 
An' did nae less, in full congress. 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he wasna slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie^s hum he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca', man : 
But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery-like did fa', man, 
Wi* sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a', man. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 

Was kept at Boston ha', man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi' sword an' gun he thought a sin 

Guid christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at New- York, wi' knife an' fork, 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip, 
TUl Fraser brave did fa', man ; 

Then lost his way, ae misty day. 
In Saratoga shaw, man. 

o2 
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ComwaUis fought as lang's he doughty 
An' did the buckskins claw, m^n ; 

But Clintoris glaive frae rust to save,» 
He hung it to the wa', man. 

Then Montague, an' Guilford too. 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And SackmUe doure, wha stood the stoure. 

The German chief to thraw, man : 
for Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a^ man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

Then RockingJiam took up the game; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
When Shelbume meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to gospel law, man ; 
St. Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise, 

They did his measures thraw, man ; 
For North and Fox united stocks. 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

Then clubs and hearts were Charlie^s cartes. 

He swept the stakes awa', man. 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair^au:!; pa», man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scodand drew her pipe, an' blew, 

* Up, Willie, waur them a', man !* 

Behind the throne then Grenville's gone, 

A secret word or twa,^ man ; 
While slee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman. wa', man: 
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An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Inspiraed bardies saw, man) 
Wr kindling eyes cry'd, * Willie, rise ! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', man?' 

But, word an' blow. North, Fox, and Co, 

GowfTd Willie like a ba', man. 
Till Suthron raise, and coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An' did her whittle draw, man ; 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt and blood, 

To make it guid in law, man. 



SONG. 

Tone — Com rig* are bonni$. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

When corn rigs are bonnie. 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi' tentless heed, 

Till, 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed. 

To see me thro' the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly ; 
I set her down, wi* right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley : 
I ken'd her heart was a* my ain ; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 
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1 lock'd her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarely ; 
My blessings on that happy place^ 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright^ 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She aye shall bliss that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinkin ; . 
I hae been joyfu' gath'ring gear; 

i hae been happy thinkin : 
But a' the pleaisures e'er I saw, 

Tho' three times doubled fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a', 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

CHORUS. 

O, com rigs, avU barley rigs. 
An* cam rigs are bonnie : 

rU ne^cr forget that happy nighty 
Amang the rigs wi^ Annie. 



SONG. 

COMPOSED IN AUGUST. 
Tone — / had a horsey I had nae moir. 

Now westlin winds, and slaughtering guns 
Bring autumn's pleasant weather; 

The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 
Amang the blooming heather ; 
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Now waving grain, wide o*er the plain , 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night 

To muse upon my charmer. 

The partridge loves the fruitful fells; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hern the fountains: 
Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves. 

The path of man to shun it; 
The hazel bush o'erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander ; 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murdering cry, 

The flutt'ring, gory pinion ! 

But Peggy dear, the ev'ning's clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view. 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling com, the fruited thorn. 

And every happy creature. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest^ 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 



102 SONG. 

Not venial show'rs to budding flow'rsy 
Not autumn to the farmer^ 

So dear can be as thou to me. 
My fair, my lovely charmer! 



SONG. 

TvVE^My Nanme, O. 



Behind yon hills where Lugar> flows, 
'Mang moors and mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos'd^ 
Andf ril awa to Nannie, O. 

The westlin wind blaws loud an' shill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, O; 
But 111 get my plaid, an* out I'll steal, 

An' owre the hill to Nannie, O. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an' young; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as she's bonnie, O : 

The op'ning gowan, wet wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

A country lad is my degree. 
An' few there be that ken me, O ; 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome aye to Nannie, O. 

' Origioalljr, Stiochar. 
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My riches a's my penny-fee, 

An' I maun guide it cannie, O ; 
But warPs gear ne'er troubles me, 

My thoughts are a' my Nannie, O. 

Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But I'm as blythe that bauds his pleugh. 
An' has nae care but Nannie, O. 

Come weel, come woe, I carena by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will send me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
But live, an' love my Nannie, O. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 

% jFragnunt* 

CHORUS. 

Green grow the rashes^ O ! 

Green grow the rashes, 0/ 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spent. 

Were spent amang the lasses, O ! 

There's nought but care on ev'ry ban'. 
In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 

What signifies the life o' man. 
An' 'twerena for the lasses, O. 

Green grow, S^c. 

The warly race may riches chase. 
An' riches still may fly them, O ; 

An' tho' at last they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne*er enjoy them, O. 

Green, grow, Sfc. 
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But gie me a cannie hour at e*eii. 
My arms about my dearie, O; 

An' warly cares, an* warly men, 
May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, Sfc, 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O : 

The wisest man the warP e*er saw. 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O. 

Green grow, Sfc^ 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dearst 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her 'prentice ban' she tried on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 

Green grow, if c. 



SONG. 

Tune — Jockey's Grey Breeks. 

Again rejoicing nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hues. 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 
All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

CHORUS*. 

And maun I still on Menie^ doat. 
And bear the scorn thafs in her ee? 

For it's jet, jet hlach, aiC ifs like a hawk, 
AvU it winna let a body he ! 

' This choras is part of a song composed by a gentlemin 
ID Edinbargby a particular friend of tbe aathor*s. 
* Menie is tbe commoo abbreviation of Mariamne, 
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In vain to me the cowslips blaw. 

In vain to me the vilets spring; 
In vain to me, in glen or shaw. 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And maun I still, Sfc, 

The merry ploughboy cheers the team, 
Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks, 

But life to me's a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wanks. 

And maun I still, ^c. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the leaves the ducklings cry. 

The stately swan majestic swims. 
And every thing is blest but I. 

Atid maun I still, Sfc, 

The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap, 
And owre the moorland whistles shill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring step 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun I still, Sfc, 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daisy's side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun I still, Sfc. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl. 
And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul. 
When nature all is sad like me! 

VOL. II. p 
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CHORUS. 



And maun IsHUon Menie doat. 
And bear the scorn thafs in her ee? 

Far Ws jet, jet black, an* ifs Hke a hawk. 
An it winna let a body be'. 



SONG. 

Tone— iloslm Castk, 



The gloomy night is gathering fast^ 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast; 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain : 
The hunter now has left the moor. 
The scattered coveys meet secure. 
While here I wander, prest with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr, 

The Autumn mourns her ripening corn 
By early Winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly: 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr, 



* We oannot presome to alter any of the poems of oar bard J 
and more especially those printed ander bis own direction ; 
yet it is to be regretted that this ohoras» which is not of his 
own composition, sbonid be attached to these fine stanzas, u 
it perpetaally interrnpts the train of sentiment which the/ 
excite. Currie. 
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Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ; 
Tho* death in ev'ry shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to fear : 
But round my heart the ties are bound. 
That heart transpierc'd with many a wound; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Farewell, old CoiUCs hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves! 
Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those -<• 
The bursting tears my heart declare. 
Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr ! 



SONG. 

Tune— GiWcroy. 

From thee, Elizoy I must go, 

And from my native shore ; 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundless ocean's roar : 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 

Between my love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore; 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ; 
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Bat the last throb that heaves my heart. 
While death stands victor by. 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 
And thine that latest sigh! 



THE FAREWELL 

9o tl^ Vrct^rcn of Sbu 3lamcs*s Xongc, ^arboltmt. 

Tl7NE — Chtid night f and joy he wC you a*! 

Adieu! a heart-warm fond adieu! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie ! 
Ye favoured, ye enlig/Uen'd few. 

Companions of my social joy ! 
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing Fortune*s slidd'ry ba% 
With melting heart and brimful eye, 

111 mind you still, tho* far awa. 

Ofl have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night; 
Oft, honoured with supreme command. 

Presided o*er the sons of light : 
And by that hieroglyphic bright. 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw! 
Strong memory on my heart shall write 

Thpse happy scenes when far awa. 

May freedom, harmony, and love. 

Unite you in the grand design, 
Beneath th' omniscient eye above. 

The glorious architect divine ! 
That you may keep th' unerring line. 

Still rising by ihe plummet* s law. 
Till order bright completely shine. 

Shall be my pray*r when far awa. 
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And yoUy farewell ! whose merits claims 

Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 
Heav'n bless your honoured, noble name. 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last re(|uest permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a'. 
One round, I ask it with a tear, 

To him, the Bard that's far awa. 



SONG. 

Tune — Prepare t my dear brethren, to the tavern let* $ fly, 

"No churchman am I for to rail and to write. 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight. 
No sly man of business contriving a snare. 
For a big-bellied bottle's the whole of my care. 

The peer I don't envy, I give him his bow; 
I scorn not the peasant, tho' ever so low ; 
But a club of good fellows, like those that are hejre. 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 

Here passes the squire on his brother— his horse ; 
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse ; 
But see you the Crown how it waves in the air. 
There a big-bellied bottle still eases my care. 

The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 
I found that old Solomon prov^ it fair. 
That the big-bellied bottle's a cure for all care. 

1 once was persuaded a venture to make ; 
A letter informed me that all was to wreck ; — 
But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs. 
With a glorious bottle that ended my care9. 

p2 
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* Life*8 cares they are comforts'/ — a maxim laid 
down [gown ; 

By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the black 
And faith I agree with th* old prig to a hair, 
For a big-bellied bottle's a heaven of care. 

A Stajiza added in a Mason Lodge. 

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o'erflow. 
And honours masonic prepare for to throw; 
May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a big-bellied bottle when harassed with care. 



HIGHLAND MARY. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o' Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers. 

Your waters never drumlie ! 
There simmer first unfald her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ; 
For there I took the last fareweel 

p' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk. 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom. 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings. 

Flew o*er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

' Yoong's Night Tboagbts. 
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Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And, pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ourseis asunder ; 
But oh! fell death^s untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green's the sod, and eauld's the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary I 

O, pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance. 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mouldVing now in silent dust. 

That heart that loe'd me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core. 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



AULD LANG SYNE. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to min' ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And days o' lang syne ? 

CHORUS. 

Far auld lang syne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne. 
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae run about the braes. 

And pu'd the gowans fine ; 
But we've wander'd mony a weary foot 

Sin auld lang syne. 

For auld, Sfc, 
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We twa hae fwidl't i* the buniy 

From morain son till dine : 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd 

Sin aiild lang syne. 

Far auld, 4rc. 

And here's a hand, my trusty fiere. 

And gie's a hand o* thine ; 
And we'll tak a right guid willie-waught. 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld, Sfc. 

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp. 

And surely I'll be mine ; 
And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld, Sfc. 



BANNOCKBURN. 

lElobcrt J^tuU*% lSirmxtf» to (is IKmtc. 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to glorious victorie. 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front o' battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward's power- 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave 1 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor! coward! turn and flee? 
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Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom*^ sword will strongly draw. 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa'? 
Caledonian ! on ^i' me ! 

By oppressioli's woes and pains I 
By your sons in servile chains I 
We will drain opr dearest veins. 
But they shall be^shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward! let us do, or die ! 



FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 

Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a* that? 
The coward-slave, we pass him by. 

We dare be poor for a* that ! 
•For a* that, and a' that, 

Our toils obscure, and a' that. 
The rank b but the guinea's stamp. 

The mau*s the gowd for a' that. 

What tho' on hamely fare we dine. 

Wear hodden-grey, and a* that ; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a' that; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that ; 
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor, 

Is king o' men for a' that 



174 FOR a' that and a' that. 

• 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' that; 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word. 

He's but a coof for a' that : 
For a' that, and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of independent mind. 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knigl^t, 

A marquis, duke, and a* that; 
But an honest man's aboon his might. 

Quid faith, he mauna fa' that! 
For a' that, and a* that. 

Their dignities, and a' that. 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth. 

Are higher ranks than a* that. 

Then let us pray that come it may. 

As come it will for a' that. 
That sense and worthy o'er a' the earth. 

May bear the gree, and a^ that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It's coming yet, for a' that. 
That man to man, the warld o'er. 

Shall brothers be for a' that. 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers. 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowers ; 
And now comes in my happy hours, 
To wander wi' my Davie. 
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CHORUS. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe, 

Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 
There Fll spend the day wf you. 

My ain dear dainty Davie, 

The crystal waters round us fa*, 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A-wandering wi' my l)avie. 

Meet me, Sfc. 

When purple morning starts the hare. 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair, 
To meet my faithfu' Davie. 

Meet me, Sfc, 

When day, expiring in the west. 
The curtain draws o' nature's rest, 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best. 
And thafs my ain dear Davie. 

Meet me, Sfc, 



HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS'. 

Tune— /oAn Anderson my jo. 

How cruel are the parents 

Who riches only prize. 
And to the wealthy booby 

Poor woman sacrifice. 

' Altered from an old English fong. 
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Meanwhile the hapless daughter 
Has but a choice of strife ; 

To shun a tyrant father's hate. 
Become a wretched wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing. 

The trembling dove thus flies. 
To shun impelling ruin 

Awhile her pinions tries ; 
Till of escape despairing. 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trusts the ruthless falconer. 

And drops beneath his feet. 



TO MR. CUNNINGHAM; 

TfjfiE—Ths hopeless Lover. 

Now spring has clad the groves in green. 

And strew'd the lea wi* flowers ; 
The furrow'd, waving corn is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers ; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O, why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps of woe ! 

The trout within yon wimpling burn 

Glides swift, a silver dart. 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defies the angler's art ; 
My life was once that careless stream. 

That wanton trout was I ; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam. 

Has scorch'd my fountain dry. 
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The little flowVet's peaceful lot, 

In yonder cliiT that grows, 
TVhich, save the linnet's flight, I wot,. 

Nae ri^der visit knows, 
Was mine ; till love has .o'er me past, 

And blighted a' my bloom. 
And now beneath the withering blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

The waken'd laverock warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky. 
Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little recki I sorrow's power, 

Unti] the flowery snare 
O' witching love, in luckless hour,; 

Made me the thrall o* care. 

O, had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or AfrL'8 burning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagu'd my foes, 

So Peggy ne'er Td known ! 
The wretch whose doom is, ' hope nae mair/ 

What tongue his woes can tell ! 
Within whose bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 



WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER 

Tv fit— The Caledonian Hutu's Delight. 

Why^ why tell thy lover, 
' Bliss he never must enjoy? 
Why, why undeceive him. 
And give all his hopes the lie ? 
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178 CLARINDA. 

O, why, while fieincy, raptured, slumbers 
Chloris, Chloris all the theme ! 

Why, why wouldst thou, cruely 
Wake Uiy lover from his dream? 



CLARINDA. 



Clarinda, mistress of my soul. 

The measured time is run ! 
The wretch beneath the dreary pole 

So marks his latest sun. 

To what dark cave of frozen night 

Shall poor Sylvander hie ; 
Depriv'd of thee, his life and light. 

The sun of all his joy ? 

We part — but, by these precious drops 

That fill thy lovely eyes ! 
No other light shall guide my steps 

Till thy bright beams arise. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex. 
Has blest my glorious day : 

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 



THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

Tune — The auld wife ayont the fire. 

Where Cart rins rowin to the sea. 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 
He is a gallant weaver. 
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Oh, I had wooers aught or nine. 
They gied me nngs and ribbons fine ; 
And I was fear'd my heart would tine, 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band, 
To gie the lad that has the land. 
But to my heart I'll add my hand. 
And gie it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees rejoice in opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green in simmer showers, 
ril love my gallant weaver. 



CALEDONIA. 

Tune — Caledonian Hunt's Delight. 

There was once a day, but old Time then was 
young, 

That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line. 
From some of your northern deities sprung : 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine T) 
Froni Tweed to the Orcades was her domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would: 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 

And pledg*d her their godheads to warrant it 
good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war. 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew ; 

Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore, — 
' Whoe'ershall provoke theeydi* encounter shall 
ruer 
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With tillage or pasture at times she would sport, 
To feed her fair flocks by her green rastlingconi ; 

But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort. 
Her darling amusement, the hounds and the 
horn. 

Long quiet she reign*d ; till thitherward steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Ajdria's strand; 
Repeated, successive, for many long years. 

They darken'd the air, and they plunder'd the 
land: 
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 

They'd conquered and ruin'd a world beside; 
She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly. 

The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the north. 

The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the 
The wild Scandinavian boar issu'd forth [shore; 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore: 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fury prevailed. 

No arts could appease them,no arms could repel; 
But brave Caledonia in vain they assaiFd, 

As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie tell. 

The Cameleon-savage disturb'd her repose. 

With tumult, disquiet, rebeljion, and strife ; 
Provoked beyond bearing, at last she arose. 

And robbed him at once of his hopes and his life : 
The Anglian lion, the terror of France, {flood; 

Oft prowling, ensanguin'd the Tweed's silver 
But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance. 

He learned to fear in his own natiye wood. 

Thus ;bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free, 
Her bright course of glory for ever shall run : 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 
I'll prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun : 
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Rectangle- triangle, the figure we'll choose, > 
The upright is Chance, and old Time is the base ; 

But brave Caledonia's the hypothenuse ; 
Then ergo, she'll match them, and match them 
always. 



ON THE 

BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 

Kitvmm t^t Bulie sA ^rgpll anQ t^e lEarl of JWar. 

Tune — The Cameronian Rant. 

* O, CAM ye here the fight the shun. 

Or herd the sheep wi' me, man ? 
Or were ye at the Sherra-muir, 

And did the battle see, man?' 
I saw the battle, sair and tough. 
And reeking-red ran mony a sheugh. 
My heart, for fear, gae sough for sough, 
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds 
O' clans frae woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum*d at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads, wi' black cockades. 

To meet them werena slaw, man; 
They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd. 

And many a bouk did fa', man : 
And great Argyll led on his files^ 
I wat they glanced twenty miles : [clash'd. 

They hack'd and hash'd, while broad-swords 
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd. 

Till fey men died awa, man. 

But had you seen the philibegs. 

And skyrin tartan trews, man. 
When in the teeth they dar'd our whigs. 

And covenant true blues, man ; 

Q 2 
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In lines extended lang and large, 
When bayonets oppos'd the targe. 
And thousands hastened to the charge, 
Wf Highland wrath they frae the sheath 
Drew blades o* death, till, out o' breath. 
They fled like frighted doos, man. 

* O, how deil, Tarn, can that be true ? 

The chase gaed frae the north, man ; 
I saw mysel, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 
And at Dumblane, in my ain sight. 
They took the brig wi' a* their might. 
And straught to Stirling wing'd their flight; 
But, cursed lot! the gates were shut. 
And mony a huntit, poor red-coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man.' 

My sister Kate cam up the gate 

Wi' crowdie unto me, man; 
She swore she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae skill. 
The Angus lads had nae guid-will 
That day their neebors' blood to spill ; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose — all crying woes, 

And so it goes you see, man. 

TheyVe lost some gallant gentlemen 
Amang the Highland clans, man ; 

I fear my lord Panmure is slain. 
Or fallen in whiggish hands, man : 

Now wad ye sing this double tight. 

Some fell for wrang, and some for right ; 

But mony bade the world guid-night ; 
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Then ye may tell, how pell and mell. 
By red claymores, and muskets' knell, , 
Wi' dying yell, the tories fell. 
And whigs to hell did flee, man* . 



THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

TvfiE— Push about the jorum, 

April, 1705. 

Dobs haughty Gaul invasion threat? 

Then let the loons beware, Sir, 
There's wooden walls upon our seas. 

And volunteers on shore. Sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corsincon, 

And CriiTel sink in Solway, 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 

Fall de rail, Sfc. 

O, let us not like snarling tykes 

In wrangling be divided ; 
Till slap come in an unco loon 

And wi* a rung decide it. 
Be Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united ; 
For never but by British hands 

Maun British wrangs be righted. 

Fall de rail, Sfc, 

The kettle o' the kirk and state. 

Perhaps a claut may fail in't; 
But deil a foreign tinkler loun 

Shall ever ca' a nail in't. 
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Oar fathers' bluid the kettle bought. 
And wha wad dare to spoil it; 

By heaven, the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it. 

FaU de raU, Sfc. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own, 

. And the wretch his true-bom brother. 
Who wad set the moh aboon the tkr<me. 

May they be damn'd together ! 
Who will, not sing, ' God save the King,' 

Shall hang as high's the steeple ; 
But while we sing, ' God save the King,' 

We'll ne'er forget the People. 



O, WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME. 

Tune — Morag, 

O, WHA is she that lo'es me. 
And has my heart a-keeping? 

O, sweet is she that lo'es me, 
As dews o' simmer weeping. 
In tears the rose-buds steeping. 

CHORUS. 

O, thafs the lassie o' my heart, 

My lassie ever dearer; 
O, thafs the queen o' womankind. 

And ne'er a ane to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie. 
In grace .and beauty charming. 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, 

Ere while thy breast sae wanning. 
Had ne'er sic powers alarming ; 
O, that^s, 8fc, 
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If thou hadst heard her talking. 

And thy attentions plighted, 
That ilka body talking. 

But her by thee is slighted. 

And thou art all delighted ; 
O, thnfSf Sfc. 

If thou hast met this fair one; 
When frae her thou hast parted. 

If every other fair one, 

But her, thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-hearted;-— 
O, thafs, Sfc. 



WRITTEN IN A WRAPPER, 

ENCLOSING A LETTER TO CAPT. GROSE, TO BE LEFT WITH 
MR. CARDONNEL, ANTIQUARIAN. 

Tune — Sir John Malcolm. 

Ren ye ought o* Captain Grose? 

Igo, Sf ago, 
If he*s amang his friends or foes? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he South, or is he North ? 

Igo, Sf ago. 
Or drowned in the river Forth? 

Iram, coram, dago, 

* 

Is he slain by Highland bodies 7 

Igo, ^ ago. 
And eaten like a weather4iaggis? 

Iram, coram, dago. 
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Is he to Abram's bosom gane ? 

IgOySf ago. 
Or haudia Sarah by the wame ? 

Iraniy coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Igo, Sf ago. 
As for the deil, he dauma steer him. 

Iram^ coram, dago. 

m 

But please transmit th* enclosed letter, 

Igo, Sf ago. 
Which will oblige your humble debtor. 

Jram, coram, dago. 

So may ye hae auld stanes in store, ' 

Igo, Sf ago. 
The very stanes that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo, 4r ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 



THE DEAN OF FACULTY. 

Tune — The Dragon of Wantky, 

Dire was the hate at old Harlaw 

That Scot to Scot did carry; 
And dire the discord Langside saw, 

For beauteous, hapless Mary : 
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But Scot with Scot ne'er met so hot, 

Or were more in fury seen. Sir, 
Than 'twixt Hal and Boh for the famous job — 

Who should be Faculty's Dean, Sir. — 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore. 

Among the first was numbered; 
But pious jBo6,/mid learning's store. 

Commandment tenth remember'd. — 
Yet simple Bob the victory got. 

And wan his heart's desire ; 
Which shows that heaven can boil the pot^ 

Though the devil p — s in the fire. — 

Squire Hal besides had, in this case. 

Pretensions rather brassy. 
For talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saucy ; 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit's rudeness. 
Chose one who should owe it all, d'ye see, 

To their gratis grace and goodness.— 

As once on Pisgah purg'd was the sight 

Of a son of Circumcision, 
So maybe^ on this Pisgah height, 

Bob's purblind, mental vision. 
Nay, Bobby's mouth may be open'd yet. 

Till for eloquence you hail him. 
And swear he has the Angel met 

That met the Ass of Balaam. — 
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O, ONCE I LOVD A BONNIE LASS'. 

Tune— J am a man utuiutrried. 

O, ONCE I Ibv'd a bonnie lass. 

Ay, and I love her still, 
A nd whilst that virtue warms my breast 

I'll love my handsome Nell. 

Fal Jul de ral, Sfc, 

As bonnie lassies- 1 hae seen^ 

And mony full as braw, 
But for a modest gracefu' mien^ 

The like I never saw. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the ee. 
But without some better qualities 

She's no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looki^ are blithe and sweet. 

And what is best of a', 
Her reputation is oooiplete. 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat. 

Both decent and genteel : 
And then there's something in her gait 

Gars ony dress look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle dlt 

May slightly touch the heart, 
But it's innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart. 

' This was our Poet's first atteiii|>t. 



I'll aye ca' in by yon town. 1B9 

Tis this in Nelly pleases me^ 

Tis this enchants my soul ! 
For absolutely in my breast 

She reigns without control. 

Fal lal de ral, 8fc^ 
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I'll aye ca' in by yon town, 
And by yon garden green again ; 

I'll aye ca* in by yon town. 
And see my bonnie Jean again. 

There's nane sail ken, there's nane sail guess, 
What brings me back the gate again. 

But she, my fairest faithfu' lass. 
And stownlins we sail meet again. 

She'll wander by the aiken tree. 
When trystin-time draws near again ; 

And when her lovely form I see, 
O, haith, she's doubly dear again! 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE OT. 

First when Maggy was my care. 
Heaven, I thought, was in her air; 
Now we're married — spier nae mair— - 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 

. Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 

Bonnie Meg was nature's child — 

Wiser men than me's beguil'd ; — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
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How we lire, by Meg mod me. 
How we loTe and bow we 'giee, 
I carena by bow few may see — 

WhisUe o'er the lave o't. 
Tllia I wish were maggots' meat, 
Dish'd up in her winding sheet, 
I could wiite — but Meg maun see't — 

Whistle o'er the laye o*t. 



YOUNG JOCKEY. 

Young Jockey was the blithest lad 

In a' our town or here awa ; 
Fu' blithe he whistled at the gaud ', 

Fu' lightly danc'd he in the ha' ! 
He roos'd my een sae bonnie blue. 

He roos'd my waist sae genty sma'; 
An' aye my heart came to my mou. 

When ne'er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils upon the plain. 

Thro* wind and weet, thro' frost and snaw; 
And o'er the lee I look fu' fain 

When Jockey's owsen hameward ca'. 
An' aye the night comes round again. 

When in his arms he taks me a' ; 
An' aye he tows he'll be my ain 

As tang's he has a breath to draw. 

> 7%e GToMd— at the Ploog;fa. 
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MCPHERSON'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretch's destiny ! 
M'Pherson's time will not be long, 

On yonder gallows tree. 

CHORUS. 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly ^ 

Sae dauntingly gaed he; 
He play*d a spring and danced it round. 

Below the gallows tree. 

Oh, what is death but parting breath? — 

On mony a bloody plain 
I'ye dar'd his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet again ! 
Sae rantingly, Sfc, 

Untie these bands from off my hands, 

And bring to me my sword; 
And there's no man in all Scotland, 

But I'll brave him at a word. 
Sae rantingly, Sfc, 

IVe liv'd a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treachery : 
It burns my heart I must depart 

And not avenged be. 
Sae rantingly, Sfc. 

Now farewell, light, thou sunshine bright^ 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain his name, 

The wretch that dares not die ! 
Sae rantingly, Sfc, 
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A BOTTLE AND FRIEND. 

Here's a bottle and an honest friend ! 

What wad ye wish for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before his hfe may end^ 

What his share may be of care, man? 
Then catch the moments as they fly, 

And use them as ye ought, man : — 
Believe me, happiness is shy, 

And comes not aye when sought, man. 



I'LL KISS THEE YET. 

Tune — The Braes o' Baiquhidderf 
CHORUS. 

J*ll kiss thee yet, yet, 

An\ril kiss thee o*er again, 

AiC ril kiss thee yet, yet. 
My honnie Peggy Alison! 

Ilk care and fear, when thou art near, 

I ever mair defy them^ O ; 
Young kings upon their hansel throne 

Are no sae blest as I am, O ! 
ril kiss thee, Sfc. 

When in my arms, wi' a' thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure, O ; 

J seek nae mair o' Heaven to share, 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, O ! 
77/ kiss thee, Sfc, 
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And by thy een sae bonnie blue, 
I swear I'm thine for ever, O ; — 

And on thy lips I seal my vow. 
And break it shall I never, O ! 
ni kiss thee, Sfc, 



ON CESSNOCK BANKS. 

TCNE — If he he a Butcher neat and trim. 

On Cessnock banks there lives a lass; 

Could I describe her shape and mien ; 
The graces of her weel-far'd face, '' 

And the glancin' of her sparklin' een. 

She's fresher than the morning dawn 
When rising Phoebus first is seen, 

When dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

She's stately like yon youthful ash 
That grows the cowslip braes between. 

And shoots its head above each bush; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

She's spotless as the flow'ring thorn 

With flow'rs so white and leaves so green, 

When purest in the dewy mom ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her looks are like the sportive lamb, 
Wtien flow'ry May adorns the scene. 

That wantons round its bleating dam ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her hair is like the curling mist 
That shades the mountain-side at e'en, 

When flow'r-reviving rains are past; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 
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Her forehead's like the show'ry bow. 
When shining sunbeams intervene 

And gild the distant mountain's brow; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her voice is like the ev'ning thrush 
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen, 

While his mate sits nestling in the bush; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe. 
That sunny walls from Boreas screen. 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep, 
With fleeces newly washen clean. 

That slowly mount the rising steep, 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean. 

When Phoebus sinks behind the seas ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

But it's not her air, her form, her face, 
Tho' matching beauty's fabled queen. 

But the mind that shines in ey'ry grace, 
An' chiefly in her sparklin' een. 



WAE IS MY HEART. 

Wae is my heart, and the tear's in my ee; 
Lang, lang, joy's been a stranger to me : 
Forsaken and friendless my burden I bear. 
And the sweet voice o'pity ne'er sounds in my es 
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Love, thou hast pleasures; and deep hae I loved; 
LoTe, thou hast sorrows; and sairhae I proved: 
But this bruised heart that now bleeds in my 

breast, 
I can feel its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

O, if I were where happy I hae been; 
Down by yon stream and yon bonnie castle green : 
For there he is wandVing and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae Phillis's ee. 



POWERS CELESTIAL. 

Powers celestial, whose protection 

Ever guards the virtuous fair. 
While in distant climes I wander. 

Let my Mary be your care : 
Let her form sae fair and faultless. 

Fair and faultless as your own ; 
Let my Mary's kindred spirit 

Draw your choicest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 

Soft and peaceful as her breast; 
Breathing in the breeze that fans her. 

Sooth her bosom into rest : 
Guardian angels, O, protect her. 

When in distant lands I roam ; 
To realms unknown while fate exiles me, 

Make her bosom still my home '. 

' Probably written on Highland Marj, oo the eve of the 
Poet's departure to the West Indies. 
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THE HEATHER. WAS BLOOMING. 

The heather was blooming, the meadows were 

mawiiy 
Our lads gaed a hunting, ae day at die dawn. 
O'er moors and o'er mosses and mony a glen, 
At length they discoyer'd a bonnie moor-hen. 

I red you beware at the hunting, young men; 
I red you beware at the hunting y young men; 
Tak some on the wing, and some as they spring, 
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen. 

Sweet brushing the dew from the brown heather 

bells. 
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy fells ; 
Her plumage outlustred the pride o' the spring, 
And O ! as she wantoned gay on the wing. 

I red, £fc, 

Auld Phoebus himsel, as he peep'd o'er the hill. 
In spite at her plumage he tried his skill ; 
He leyeU'd his rays where she bask'd on the 
brae — [she lay. 

His rays were outshone, and but mark'd where 

I red, Sfc, 

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill. 
The best of our lads wi' the best o' their skill ; 
But still as the fairest she sat in their sight. 
Then, whirr I she was over, a mile at a flight. — 

I red, SfC. 

IK • 4ff » « 
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YOUNG PEGGY. 

Tune — Last time I cam o'er the mmr. 

Young Peggy blooms our bonniest lass, 

Her blush is like the morning, 
The rosy dawn, the springing grass, 

With early gems adorning : 
Her eyes outshine the radiant beams 

That gild the passing shower. 
And glitter o'er the crystal streams. 

And cheer each freshening flower. 

Her lips more than the cherries bright, 

A richer dye has grac'd them, 
They charm th* admiring gazer's sight. 

And sweetly tempt to taste them : 
Her smile is as the ev'ning mild. 

When feather'd pairs are courting. 
And little lambkins wanton wild. 

In playful bands disporting. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe. 

Such sweetness would relent her, 
As blooming Spring unbends the brow 

Of surly, savage Winter, 
Detraction's eye no aim can gain 

Her winning powers to lessen ; 
And fretful Envy grins in vain, 

The poison'd tooth to fasten. 

Ye Pow'rs of Honour, Love, and Truth, 

From ev'ry ill defend her ; 
Inspire the highly favoured youth 

The destinies intend her ; 
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Still fan the sweet connubial flame 
Responsire in each bosom; 

And bless the dear parental name 
With many a filial blossom'. 



THERE WAS A LAD. 

Tone — Domty Dame, 

There was a lad was bom at Kyle ^^ 
But what'n a day o' what'n a style 
I doubt it's hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin, 

Robin was a rovin' Boy, 

Rantin' rovin', rantin' rovin' ; 

Robin was a rovin* Boy, 
Rantin' rovin' Robin, 

Our monarch's hindmost year but aae 
Was five-and-twenty days begun ^ 
Twas then a blast o' Janwar win' 
Blew hansel in on Robin, 

The gossip keeldt in his loof. 
Quo' scho, wha lives will see the proof. 
This waly boy will be nae coof, 
I think we'll ca' him Robin* 

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma'. 
But aye a heart aboon them a'; 
He*]l be a credit to us a'. 
We'll a' be proud o' Robin, 

' This was one of the Poet's earliest compositions. It is 
copied from a MS. book, which he had before bis first pabli- 
cation. 

* JKyfe — A district of Ayrshire. 
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But sure as three times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and line. 
This chap will dearly like our kin'. 
So leeze me on thee, Robin, 

Guid faith, quo' scho, I doubt you. Sir, 
Ye gar the lasses     
But twenty fauts ye may hae waur. 
So blessings on thee, Robin/ 

Robin was a rovin' Boy, 

Rantin* rovin\ rantin' romn; 

Robin was a rovin' Boy^ 
Rantin* rovin' Robin, 



IMITATION OF AN OLD JACOBITE SONG. 

By yon castle wa', at the close of the day, 
I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was grey ; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came — 
Therein never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in jars. 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars; 
We darena weel say't, but we ken wha's to blame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword. 
And now I greet round their green beds in the 

yerd: 
It brak the sweetheart o' my faithfu' auld dame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 
Sin' I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my last moment my words are the same — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
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TO MARY. 

"Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th' Atlantic's roar? 

O, sweet grows the lime and the orange, 

And the apple on the pine ; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 

Can never equal thine. 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me. 
When I forget my vow ! 

O, plight me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand; 

O, plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia*s strand. 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join, 
And curst be the cause that shall part us ! 

The hour, and the moment o' time ' ! 



MARY MORISON. 

Tone — Bide ye yet. 

O MARY, at thy window be. 

It is the wished, the try s ted hour! 

Those smiles and glances let me see. 
That make the miser's treasure poor : 

* This 80Dg Mr. Thomson has not adopted in his eo 
tion. It deserves, howeyer, to be preseryed. 
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Hbw blithely wad I bid the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 
Could I the rich reward secure/ 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen, when to the trembling string 

The dance gaed thro' the lighted ha*, 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : 
Tho' this was fair, and that was braw. 

And you the toast of a* the town, 
I sigh'd, and said amang them a', 

* Ye arena Mary Morison/ 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die? 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
. Whase only faut is loving thee? 

If love for love thou wiltna gie. 
At least be pity to me shown! 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o' Mary Morison. 



WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST. 

TvsE—The Mia Mia O. 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning : 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I'd been a lodger. 
My humble knapsack a* my wealth, 

A pooc and honest sodger. 

VOL. II. s , 
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He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne^er 

a farthing, O, [worth regarding, 0. 

For without an honest manly heart, no man was 

Then out into the world my course I did deter- 
mine, O, [was charming, O; 

Tho' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great 

My talents they were not the worst; nor yet my 
education : O, [tion, O. 

Resolv*d was I at least to try to mend my situa- 

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted for- 
tune's favour; O, [each endeavour, O ; 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate 

Sometimes by foes I was o'erpower'd; sometimes 
by friends forsaken ; O, [mistaken, O. 

And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst 

Then sore harass'd, and tir^d at last, with fortune's 
vain delusion ; O, [this conclusion ; O, 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to 

The past was bad, and the future hid; its good 
or ill untried ; O, [would enjoy it, O. 

But the present hour was in my pow'r, and so I 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I ; nor person 
to befriend me; O, [to sustain me, O, 

So I must toil, and sweat and broil, and labour 

To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 
bred me early ; O, [fortune fairly, O. 

For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' life 
I'm doom*d to wander, O, [slumber; O, 

Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting 

No view nor care, but shun whate'er might breed 
me pain or sorrow : O, [to-morrow, O. 

I live to-day as well's I may, regardless of 
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But cheerful stil], I am as well as a monarch in a 
palace, O [her wonted malice ; O, 

Tho' fortune's frown still hunts me down, widi all 

I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er can make 
it farther; O, [regard her O. 

But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much 

When sometimes by my labour I earn a little 
money, O, [me; O, 

Some unforeseen misfortune comes generally upon 

Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good- 
naturd folly; O, [be melancholy, O. 

But come what will, IVe sworn it still, I'll ne'er 

All you who follow wealth and power with un- 
remitting ardour, O, 

The more in this you look for bliss, you leave 
your view the farther ; O, 

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to 
adore you, O, [fore you, O. 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer be- 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH 

OF HER SON. 

Tdne — Finlayston House. 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped, 

And pierc'd my darling's heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impsirt. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonoured laid : 
3o fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 

s2 
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The mother-linnet, in the brake. 

Bewails her ravish'd young; 
So I, for my lost darling's sake. 

Lament the live-day long. 
Death, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow. 

Now, fond I bare my breast, 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest! 



AMANG THE TREES. 

Tune — The King of Prance, he rode a Race, 

Amang the trees where humming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, O 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone. 

And to her pipe was singing ; O 
'Twas pibroch, sang, strathspey, or reels. 

She dirl'd them aff fu' clearly, O ; 

When there cam a yell o' foreign sc^omUi 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O — ' \^ 

Their capon craws and queer ha ha's, 

They made our lugs grow eerie; O 
The hungry bike did scrape and pike 

Till we were wae and weary : O — 
But a royal ghaist wha ance was cas'd 

A prisoner aughteen year awa. 
He fir'd a fiddler in the North 

That dang them tapsalteerie, O. 
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BONNIE LESLEY. 

Tune — The collier*s bonnU doekter. 

O SAW ye bonnie Lesley, 
As she gaed o'er the border? 

She's gane, Hke Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 
And love but her for ever j 

For Nature made her what she is, 
And ne'er made sic anither! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
' Thy subjects we, before thee : 
Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The Deil he couMna scaith thee. 
Or aught that wad belang thee ; 

He'd look into thy bonnie face. 
And say, ' I canna wrang thee.' 

The Powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha'na steer thee ; 
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely. 

That ill they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

There's nane again sae bonnie. 
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TO MY DEAR AND MUCH HONOURED FRIEND, . 

MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 

AlK^-SensibUity, 

Sensibility, how channing, 
Thau, my friend, canst truly tell ; 

But distress with horrors arming. 
Thou hast also known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sweep o'er the valley. 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood -lark charm the forest. 

Telling o'er his little joys; 
Hapless bird ! a prey the surest 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure. 

Finer feelings can bestow ; 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 

Bonnie Doon, sae sweet and gloamin. 
Fare thee weel before I gang ! 

Bonnie Doon, where, early roaming, 
First I weav'd the rustic sang! 
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Bowersy adieu, where Love, decoying, 
First inthraird this heart o' mine. 

There the safest sweets enjoying, — 
Sweets that Mem'ry ne*er shall tyne ! 

Friends, so near my bosom ever. 

Ye hae rendered moments dear ; 
But, alas ! when forc'd to sever. 

Then the stroke, O, how severe ! 

Friends ! that parting tear reserve it, 

Tho' tis doubly dear to me ! 
Could I think I did deserve it. 

How much happier would I be ! 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 



FRAGMENT. 

Tune — / had a horse and I had nae mair. 

When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 

My mind it wasna steady. 
Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 

A mistress still I had aye : 

But when I came roun' by Mauchline town. 

Not jdreadin' ony body, 
My heart was caught before I thought. 

And by a Mauchline lady. 
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FRAGMENT. 

Tun e — GaOawater. 

Altho' my bed were in yon muir^ 
Amang the heather, m my plaidie. 

Yet happy, happy would I be. 

Had I my dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

When o'er the hill beat surly storms. 
And winter nights were dark and rainy; 

I'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I'd shelter dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

Were I a Baron proud and high, 

And horse and servants waiting ready. 

Then a' 'twad gie o* joy to me. 
The sharin't wi' Montgomerie's Peggy. 



FRAGMENT. 



O, RAGING fortune's withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low ! O, 

O, raging fortune*s withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low ! O. 

My stem was fair, my bud was green. 
My blossoms sweet did blow ; O 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild. 
And made my branches grow; O. 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O. 
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ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 

Tune — On a bank of flowers. 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer day^ 

For summer lightly drest, 
The youthful blooming Nelly lay. 

With love and sleep opprest; 

When Willie, wandering thro' the wood. 
Who for her favour oft had sued ; 
He gaz'd, he wishM, he fear'd, he blush'd. 
And trembled where he stood. 

Her closed eyes, like weapons sheath'd. 

Were seal'd in soft repose ; 
Her lips, still as she fragrant breath'd. 

It richer dyM the rose. 

The springing lillies sweetly prest. 
Wild, wanton kiss'd her rival breast; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blushed. 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Her robes, light waving in the breeze. 

Her tender limbs embrace ! 
Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace ! 

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 
A faltering ardent kiss he stole ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd. 
And sigh'd his very soul. 

As flies the partridge from the brake^ 

On fear-inspired wings ; 
So Nelly, starting, half awake, 

Away affrighted springs : 



312 SLOW SPREADS THE GLOOM. 

Bat Willie foUow'd,— as he shoiiM, 
He oreitook her in the wood : 
He Tow*d, he pray'd, he found tlie maid 
Forgiving all, and good. 



SLOW SPREADS THE GLOOM. 

TcRE — Sm9omrmm DcGdL 

Slow spreads the gloom my sool desires. 
The sun from India's shore retires : 
To Evan hanks with temp'rate ray. 
Home of my youth, he leads the day. 

Oh hanks to me for ever dear ! 
Oh stream, whose murmurs still I hear! 
Ally all my hopes of bliss reside 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde. 

And she, in simple beauty drest. 
Whose image lives within my breast ; 
Who trembling beard my parting sigh. 
And long pursued me with her eye : 

Does she, with heart unchang'd as mine. 
Oft in the vocal bowers recline? 
Or, where yon grot overhangs the tide. 
Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde ? 

Ye lofty banks that Evan bound. 
Ye lavish woods that wave around. 
And o'er the stream your shadows throw. 
Which sweetly winds so far below ; 

What secret charm to mem'ry brings. 
All that on Evan's border springs ! 
Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mary's side r 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clyde. 
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Can all the wealth of India's coast 
Atone for years in absence lost ! 
Return, ye moments of delight, 
With richer treasures bless my sight! 

Swift from this desert let me part. 

And fly to meet a kindred heart! 

Nor more may aught my steps divide 

From that dear stream which flows to Clyde I 



COULD AUGHT OF SONG. 

Could aught of song declare my pains. 
Could artful numbers move thee, 

The muse should tell, in laboured strains,' 
O Mary, how I love thee ! 

They who but feign a wounded heart. 
May teach the lyre to languish ; 

But what avails the pride of art. 

When wastes the soul with anguish? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 
The heart-felt pang discover ; 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 
O, read th* imploring lover. 

For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art's gay disguising; 

Beyond what fancy e'er refin'd. 
The voice of nature prizing. 
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O, LEAVE NOVELS. 

O, LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline belles, 
Ye*re safer at your spinning wheel ; 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Rob Mossgiel. 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 
They make your youthful fancies reel. 

They heat your brains, and fire your veins. 
And then you're prey for Rob Mossgiel. 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung; 

A heart that warmly seems to feel ; 
That feeling heart but acts a part, 

Tis rakish art in Rob Mossgiel. 

The frank address, the soft caress. 

Are worse than poisoned darts of steel. 

The frank address, and politesse. 
Are all finesse in Rob Mossgiel. 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Tune— Jf»« Forbes* farewell to Banf. 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 
That lov'st to greet the early mom, 

Again thou usher'st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O Mary! dear departed shade! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 
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• 

That sacred hour can I forget? 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove. 
Where by the winding Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love? 

Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last! 

Ayr gurgling kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening green ; 

The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 
Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene. 

The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 
The birds sang love on ev'ry spray. 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o*er these scenes my mem'ry wakes^ 
And fondly broods with miser care ! 

Time but the impression deeper makes. 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear^st thou the groans that rend his breast? 



WOMEN'S MINDS. 

Tune— For a' thai. 

Tho' women's minds like winter winds 
May shift and turn, and a' that. 

The noblest breast adores them mabt, 
A consequence I draw that. 
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Far a' that^ and a' that. 
And twice as meikle's a' tliat. 

The bannie lass that I he best. 
She'll be my ainfor a* that. 

Great love I bear to all the fair, 
Their humble slave, and a' that ; 

But lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 
For a' that, 8fc. 

But there is ane aboon the lave. 
Has wit, and sense, and a' that; 

A bonnie lass, I like her best. 
And wha a crime dare ca' that? 
For a! that, 8fc. 

In rapture sweet this hour we meet, 
. Wi' mutual love, and a' that; 
But for how lang the flie may stang. 
Let inclination law that. 
For a that, ^c. 

Their tricks and craft hae put ine d^&. 
They've ta'en me in, and a' that; 

But clear your decks, and here's the sex ! 
1 like the jades for a' that. 
For a that, Sfc, 



SWEETEST MAY. 

Sweetest May, let love inspire thee ; 
Take a heart which he designs thee ; 
As thy constant slave regard it; 
For its faith and truth reward it^ 



FRAOMBNTS. 217 

Proof o' shot to birth or money. 
Not the wealthy, but the bonnie ; 
Not high-born, but noble-minded, 
In love's silken band can bind it ! 



FRAGMENT. 

Tune— /f \n Anderson my jo. 

One night as I did wander. 

When corn begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder. 

Upon an auld tree root: 
Auld Aire ran by before me. 

And bicker d to the seas ; 
And cushat crowded o'er me 

That echoed thro' the braes. 



FRAGMENT. 



As I was a wand'ring ae morning in spring, 
I heard a young Ploughman sae sweetly to sing. 
And as he was singin' thir words he did say, 
There*s nae life like the Ploughman's in the month 
o' sweet May. 

The laverock in the morning shell rise frae her nest, 
And mount to the air wi' the deW on her breast, 
And wi' the merry ploughman she'll whistle and 

sing. 
And at night she'll return to her nest back again. 

T 2 
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Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing ; 

How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her! 

Her lips are roses wet wi' dew ! 

O, what a feast her bonnie mou ! 
Her cheeks a mair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner ! 



FRAGMENT. 



To thee, lov'd Nith, thy gladsome plains, 
Where late wi' careless thought I ranged, 

Though prest wi* care and sunk in woe. 
To thee I bring a heart unchanged. 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes, 
Tho' mem'ry there my bosom tear ; 

For there he rov'd that brake my heart, 
Yet to that heart, ah, stUl how dear! 



FRAGMENT. 

The winter it is past, and the simmer comes at last. 
And the small birds sing. on every tree; 

Now every thing is glad, while I am very sad. 
Since my true love is parted from me. 

The rose upon the brier by the waters running clear, 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee ; 

Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts at 
But my true love is parted from me. [rest, 
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FRAGMENT. 

Tune — Bonnie Dundee, 

In Mauchline there dwells six proper young 
Belles, 

The pride of the place and its neighbourhood a\ 
Their carriage and dress, a stranger would guess. 

In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten it a' : 

Miss Miller is fine. Miss Markland's divine, 
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw : 

There's beauty and fortune to get wi* Miss Morton^ 
But Arm(mr*s^ the j ewe) for ^le o* them a'. 



ANNA. 



Ann A; thy charms my bosom fire. 

And waste my soul with care ; 
But, ah ! how bootless to admire, 

When fated to despair ! 

Yet in thy presence, loyely fair ! 

To hope may be forgiven ; 
For sure, 'twere impious to despair 

So much in sight of heaven. 

* This is one of oar Bard's early prodaotio|ui . — ^Mias Ar< 
moar ia now Mm. Barns. 
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THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT. 

TVUE— Humours of GUn. 

Thb small birds rejoice in the green leaves re- 
turning, [vale; 
The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro' the 
The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morn- 
ing, J [dale: 
And wild scattered cowslips bedeck the green 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair, 

While the lingering moments are number'd by 

care ? [singing, 

No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly 

Can sooth the sad bosom of joyless despair. 

The deed that I dared could it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne ? 

His right are these hills and his right are these 

valleys, [find none. 

Where the wild beasts find shelter, but I can 

But 'tis not my sufferings thus wretched, forlorn, 
My brave gallant friends, 'tis your ruin I mourn : 
Your deeds prov'd so loyal in hot bloody trial, 
Alas ! can I make you no sweeter return ? 



XI 



EPIGRAM 

ON 

CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE, 

THE CELEBRATED ANTIQUARY. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 
So whip! at the summons, old Satan came flying; 
But when he approach'd where poor Francis lay 

moaning. 
And saw each bed-post with its burden a-groaning, 
Astonish'd! confounded! cry'd 3ata,n, by G-d, 
1*11 want *im, ere I take such a d- ^ble load '• 



EPIGRAM 



ON BLPUINSTONB'S TRAN9LATI0N OF MARTIAL's 

EPIGRAMS. 

O THOU whom Poetry abhors, 
Whom Prose had turned out of doors, 
Heard^st thou that groan? — proceed no further, 
Twas laurePd Martial roaring murder, 

' Mr. Groie wai exceedinglj oorpaleot, tod aied to rtllj 
bimielf^ with the gretteit good homoar, on th« liogolar ro* 
taodU/ of his figare. 
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EPITAPHS. 



ON 

A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 

Here souter Will in death does sleep ; 

To h-U, if he's gane thither, 
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll hand it weel thegither. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

pBLOW thir stanes lie Jamie^s banes : 

O death, it's my opinion. 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rin b-tch. 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY. 

Hie jacet wee Johnny. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know. 
That death has murder'd Johnny ! 

An* here his body lies fu' low 
For saul be ne'er had ony. 
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FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O YE, whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 
Draw near with pious rev'rence and attend ! 

Here lie the loving husband's dear remains, 
The tender father, and ftie gen'rous friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that iTear'd no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

* For ev'n his failings leaa'd to virtue's side '.' 



FOR R. A. ESQ. 

Know thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honoured name ! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR G. H. ESQ. 

The poor man weeps — here G n sleeps, 

Whom canting wretches blam*d : 

But with stick as he, where'er he be, 
May I be sav^d or. damned! 

* Goldsmith. 
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A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song, ' 

Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 

That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with U frater-feeling strong. 

Here heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment clear 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career. 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, thro' the starting tear. 

Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know,. 

And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer Jlame, 
But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stain'd his name! 

Keader, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole^ 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit; 
KnoWy prudent, cautious, self-controly 

Is wisdom's root. 
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EPITAPH ON A WAG, 

IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lament him, Mauchline husbands a', 

He aften did assist ye ; 
For had ye stay'd whole weeks awa, 

Your wives they ne'er had miss'd. ye. 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass 
To school in bands thegither, 

O, tread ye lightly on his grass^ 
Perhaps he was your father. 



EPITAPH ON J— N B— Y, 

WRITER IN DUMFRIES. 

Here lies J — n B y, honest man! 

Cheat him, Devil, if you can. 



EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE, 

INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE. 

Here lies Johnny Pidgeon ; 

What was his religion? 

Whae'er desires to ken. 

To some other warP 

Maun follow the carl. 

For here Johnny Pidgeon had naUe. 
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Strong ale was ablution, 
Small beer persecution, 
A dram was memento mori! 
But a full flowing bowl 
Was the saving bis soul, 
And port was celestial glory. 



EPITAPH ON WALTER S- 



Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slave, 
That the worms ev'n d d him 

When laid in his grave. 
' In his flesh there's a famine,' 

A starved reptile cries ; 
' An' his heart is rank poison/ 

Another replies. 
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The ch and gh have always the gattnral sound. The soand 
of the English diphthong oo^ is common! j spelled ou. The 
French u, a sound which often occnrs in the Scottish lan- 
guage, is marked oo, or ui. The a in genuine Scottish 
words, except when forming a dipththong, or followed bj 
an e mute after a single consonant, sounds generally like 
the broad English a in toall. The Scottish dipththong ae, 
always, and ea, very often sound like the French e masca- 
line. The Scottish dipthhong ey, sonndi like the Latin ei. 



A\ all. 

Aback, away, aloof. 

A beigh, at a shy distance. 

Aboon, above, up. 

Abreadt abroad, in sight. 

Abreed, in breadth. 

Ae, one. 

Aff, oflT; AffJoof, nnpremedi* 

tated. 
Afore, before. 
Aft, oft. 
Aften, often. 

^^/ey, off the right line, wrong. 
Aiblins, perhaps. 
Ain, own. 

A irl-penny, earnest-money. 
Aim, iron. 
Aith, an oath. 
Aits, oats. 
Aiver, an old horse. 
Aizle, a hot cinder. 
Alake, alas ! 
AUme, alone. 
Akwart, awkward. 



I 



Amaist, almost. 

Amang, among. 

An\ and, if. 

Ance, once. 

Ane, one. 

Anent, over against. 

Anither, another. 

Ase, ashes. 

Asklent, asquint, aslant. 

Asteer, abroad, stirring. 

Athort, athwart. 

Aught, possession ; as, in a* 
my aught, in all my pos- 
session. 

Auld lang syne, older time, 
days of other years. 

Auld, old. ^ 

Auldfarran, or auld f arrant, 
sagacious, cunning, prn- 
dent. 

Ava, at all. 

Awa, away. 

Aujfu\ awful. 

Awn, the beard of barley, oats, 
&c. 
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Awnie, betrded. 
Ayont, bejrood. 



BA\ ball. 

Backets, aih boards. 
Backluu, coming back, re- 

tarning. 
Bad, did bid. 
Baide, endared, did itaj. 
Baggie, tbe belly. 
Bainie, having large bones, 

stoat. 
Bairn, a child. 

Baimtime, a family of chil- 
dren, a brood. 
Baith, both. 
Ban, to swear. 
Bane, bone. 

Bang, to beat, to strive. 
Bardie, diminntive of bard. 
Barefit, barefooted. 
Barmie, of, or like barm. 
Batch, a crew, a gang, 
Batts, botts. 
Baudrons, a cat* 
Bauld, bold. 
Bowk, bank. 
Baws*nt, having a white stripe 

down the face. 
Be, to let be, to give over^ to 

cease. 
Bear, barley. 
Beastie, dimin. of beast. 
Beet, to add fael to fire. 
Beld, bald. 
Belyve, by and by, 
Ben, into tbe spence or par- 

loar. 
Benlomond, a noted moantain 

in Dumbartonshire. 
Bethankit, grace after meat. 
Beuk, a book. 
Bicker, a kind of wooden dish, 

a short race. 
Bie, or Bield, shelter. 
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Bien, wealthy, pleotifol. 

Big, to boild. 

Biggin, boildiag, a hoase. 

Biggit, bailt. 

BiU, a bull. 

Billie, a brother, a yooog fel- 
low. 

Bing, a heap of grain, pota- 
toes, &c. 

Birk, birch. 

Birken-shaw, Birchen-^wood- 
sham, a small wood. 

Birkie, a clever fellow. 

^(rrtn^,the noise of partridges, 
&c. wheo they spring. 

Bit, crisis, nick of time. 

Bizz, a bostle, to buzz. 

Blastie, a shriveled dwarf, a 
term of contempt. 

Blastit, blasted. 

Blate, bashful, sheepish. 

Blather, bladder. 

Bland, a flat piece of any thing ; 
to slap. 

Blaw, to blow, to boast. 

Bleerit, bleared, sore with 
rheam. 

Bleert and blin, bleared and 
blind. 

Bleezitig, blazing. 

Blellum, idle talking fellow. 

Blether, to talk idly, nonsense. 

Bleth'rin, talking idly. 

Blink, a little while, a smiling 
look, to look kindly, to ahine 
by fits. 

Blinker, a term of contempt 

Blinkin, smirkin. 

Blue-gown,one of those beggars 
who get annoallj, on the 
king's birthday, a blae cloak 
or gown, with a badge. 

Bluid, blood. 

Bluntie, snivelling. 

Blype, a shred, a large piece. 
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Bock, to Tomit, to gosb ioter- 
mittentlj. 

Bockedf gashed, ▼omited. 

Bodle, a small gold coin. 

BogleSf spirits, hobgoblins. 

BonnUf or bonny, handsome, 
beaatiful. 

Bownock, a kind of thick cake 
of bread, a small jannack, 
or loaf made of oatmeal.' 

Boord, a board. 

Boortree, the shrab elder; 
planted mnch of old in 
hedges of barn-yards, &c. 

Boost, behoved, mast needs. 

Bore, a hole in the wall. 

Botch, an angrj tamoar. 

Bouk, vomiting, gashing oot. 

Bousing, drinking. 

Bow-kail, cabbage. 

Bowt, bended, crooked. 

Brackens, fern. 

Brae, a declivity, a precipice, 
the slope of a bill. 

Braid, broad. 

Br agin t, reel'd forward. 

Braik, a kind of harrow. 

Brainge, to ran rashlj forward. 

Brak, broke, made insolvent. . 

Branks, a kind of wooden carb 
for horses. 

Brash, a sadden illness. 

Brats, coarse clothes, rags, &c. 

Brattle, a short race, harrj, 
fary. 

Bravo, fine, handsome. 

Brawlyt, or braujlie, very well, 
finely, heartily. 

Braxie, a morbid sheep. 

Breastie, diminative of breast. 

Breastit, did spring up or for- 
ward. 

Breckan, fern. 

Breef, an invalnerable or irre- 
sistible spell. 



Breeks, breeches. 

Brent, smooth. 

Brewin, brewing. 

Brie, jaice, liqaid. 

Brig, a bridge. 

Brunstane, brimstone. 

Brisket, the breast, the bosom. 

Brither, a brother. 

Brock, a badger. 

Brogue, a ham, a trick. 

Broo, broth, liqaid, water. 

Broose, broth ; a race at ooon- 
try weddings, who shall first 
reach the bridegroom's hoose 
on returning from charcb. 

Brugh, a bargh. 

Bruilzie, a broil, a combastioo. 

Brunt, did barn, bornt. 

Brust, borst. 

Buchan-fmllers, the boiling of 
the sea among the rocks on 
the coast of Bachan. 

Buckskin, an inhabitant of Vir- 
ginia. 

Bught, a pen. 

Bughtin-time, the time of col- 
lecting the sheep in the pens 
to be milked. 

Buirdly, stoat-made, broad- 
made. 

Bum-clock, a hamming beetle 
that flies in the sommer 
evenings. 

Bumming, hnmnrfng as bees. 

Bummle, to blander. 

Bummler, a blnnderer. 

Bunker, a window-seat. 

Burdies, diminative of birds. 

Bure, did bare. 

Burn, water, a rivalet. 

Burnewin, i. e. burn the wind, 
a blacksmith. 

Burnie, diniin. of barn. 

Bushie, bash jr. 

Buskit, dressed, 
r 2 
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Bu8h$t dresses. 

Bussle, a bastle, to bustle. 

BusSf shelter. 

Butt hot, with. 

But an* beuy the coantrj kitchen 

and parlour. 
By himself t lanatic, distracted. 
Bykct a bee-hive. 
ByrBfti CO w-stable,a sheep-pen. 

CA*, to call, to name, to drive. 
Ca*t, or Ca'd, called, driven, 

calved. 
Cadger, a carrier. 
CaSe* or CaddU, a person, a 

jonng fellow. 
Caff, chaff. 
Caird, a tinker. 
Cairn, a loose heap of stones. 
Calf-ward, a small endosare 

for calves. 
Callant a boy. 

CaUer, fresh, sound, refreshing. 
Canie, or cannie, gentle, mild, 

dexterous. 
Cannilie, dexterously, gentlj. 
Cantie, or canty, cheerful, 

merry. 
Cantraip, a charm, a spell. 
Cap-stane, cope-stone, key- 
stone. 
Careerin, cheerfully. 
Carl, an old man. 
Carlin, a stout old woman. 
Cartes, cards. 
Caudron, a caldron. 
Cauk and keel, chalk and red 

clay. 
Cauld, cold. 
Caup, a wooden drinking- 

yessel. 
Cesses, taxes. 

Chanter, a part of a bagpipe. 
Chap, a person, a fellow, a 

blow. 



ChoMp, a stroke, a blow. 

Cheekit, cheeked. 

Cheep, a chirp, to chirp. 

Chiel, or cheel, a young fellow. 

Chimla, or Chimlit, a fire-grate, 
a fire-place. 

Chimla-lug, the fire-side. 

Chittering, shivering, trem- 
bling. 

Chockin, choking. 

Chow, to chew ; cheek for chow, 
side by side. 

Chuffie, fat-faced f 

Clachan, a small village aboat 
a church, a hamlet. 

Claise, or claes, clothes. 

Claith, cloth. 

Claithing, clothing. 

Claivers, nonsense, not speak- 
ing sense. 

Clap, clapper of a mill. 

Clarkit, wrote. 

Clash, an idle tale, the story of 
the day. 

Clatter, to tell little idle sto^ 
ries *, an idle story. 

Claught, snatched at, laid hold 
of. 

Claut, to clean, to scrape. 

Clauted, scraped. 

Clovers, idle stories. 

Claw, to scratch. 

Cleed, to clothe. 

deeds, clothes. 

Cleekit, having caught. 

Clinkin, jerking, clinking. 

Clinkumbell, who rings the 
church-bell. 

Clips, sheers. 

CUshmaclaver, idle conversa- 
tion. 

Clock, to hatch, a beetle. 

Clockin, hatching. 

Cloot, the hoof of acow« sheep, 
&c. 
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ClooHe, an old name for the 
Devil. 

Clour, a bamp or swelling after 
a blow. 

Cluds, clonds. 

Coaxifit wheedling. 

Coble, a 6shing-boat. 

Cockernonyt a lock of hair tied 
upon a girl's head ; a cap. 

Coftf bought. 

Cog, a wooden dish. 

Coggie, dimin. of cog. 

Coila, from Kyle, a district of 
Ajrshire ; so called, saith 
tradition, from Coil, or Coi- 
las, a Piotish monarch. 

Collie, a general, and some- 
times a particular, name for 
country curs. 

CoUieshangie, quarrelling. 

Commaun, command. 

Cood, the cud. 

Coof, a blockhead, a ninnj. 

Cookit, appeared, and disap- 
peared by fits. 

Coost, did cast. 

Coot, the ancle or foot. 

Cootie, a wooden kitchen dish ; 
— also those fowls whose legs 
are clad with feathers are 
said to he cootie. 

Corbies, a species of the crow. 

Core, corps, party, clan. 

Cornt, fed with oats. 

Cotter, the inhabitant of a cot- 
house, or cottage. 

Couthie, kind, loving. 

Cove, a cove. 

Cowe, to terrify, to keep under, 
to lop ; a fright, a branch of 
furze, broom, &c. 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble 
over, a gang. 

Cowpit, tumbled. 

Cowrin, cowering. 



Cotote, a colt. 
Cozie, snug. 
Cozily, snugly. 
Crabbit, crabbed, fretfol. 
Crack, conversation, to oon^- 

Terse. 
Crackin, conversing. 
Craft, or croft, a field near a 

house (in old husbandry.) 
Craiks, cries or calls incesr 

santly, a bird. 
.Crambo-clink, or crambo jingle, 

rhymes, doggerel verses. 
Crank, the noise of an nn- 

greased wheel. 
Crankous, fretful, captions. 
Cranreuch, the hoar-frost. 
Crap, a crop, to crop. 
Craw , a cro w of a cock , a rook . 
Creel, a basket ; to have one^s 

wits in a creel, to be crazed, 

to be fascinated. 
Creeshie, greasy. [dove« 

Crood, or croud, to coo as a 
Croon, a hollow and continued 

moan ; to make a noise like 

the continued roar of a bull ; 

to hum a tune. 
Crooning, humming. 
Crouchie, crook-backed. 
Crouse, cheerful, courageons; 
Crousely, cheerlnlly, conrage- 

onsly. 
Croudie, a composition of oat- 

meal and boiled water, some- 
times from the broth of beef,^ 

mutton, &c. 
Crowdie-time, breakfast-time. 
Crowlin, crawling. 
Crummock, a cow with crooked 

horns. 
Crufnp,hard and brittle; spoken 

of bread, 
Crunt, a blow on the head with 

a cudgel. 
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Cuif, a blockhead* a niDoj. 

Cuwumockt a short staff with a 
crooked bead. 

CurchUt a coartesj. 

Curler, a plajer at a game on 
the ice, piiictised in Soot- 
land, called curling, 

CurlUf corled, whose hair falls 
natarallj in ringlets. 

Curling, a well known game 
on the ice. 

Curwturring, roarmoring, a 
slight rambling noise. 

Curpin, the cropper. 

Cushat, the dove, or wood- 
pi |!;eon. 

Cutty, short, a spoon broken 
in the middle. 

DADDIE, a father. 

Dqfin, merriment, foolishness. 

Daft, merry, giddy, foolish. 

Daimen, rare, now and then ; 
daimen-idcer, an ear of corn 
now and then. 

Dainty, pleasant, good-ha- 
moared, agreeable. 

Dales, plains, vallejs. 

Darhlins, darklin. 

Daud, to thrash, to abase. 

Dour, to dare. 

DaurU, dared. 

Daurg, or daurk, a day's la- 
boar. 

DavQck, David. 

Dawd, a large piece. 

Daivtit, or dawtet, fondled, 
caressed. 

Dearies, dimin. of dears. 

Dearthfu*, dear. 

Deave, to deafen. 

Deil-ma-care ! no matter for 
all that. 

DtUerit, delirious. 

Descrive, to describe. 



Dtgkt, to wipe» to de«B con 

from chaff. 
Digkt, cleaned frcNB cfaaflEL 
Dights, cleans. 
Ding, to worst, to paab. 
Dinna, do not. 
Dirl, a slight tremaloas stroke 

or pain. 
Dizzeu, or dix*n, a dozen. 
Doited, sto pitied, hebetated. 
Doltt stopiBed, orazied. 
Donsie, onlacky. 
Dool, sorrow ; to sing docl, to 

lament, to moam. 
Doos, doves. 
Dorty, saacy, nice. 
Douce, or douse, sober, wise, 

prudent. 
Doucely, soberly, prudently. 
Dought, was or were able. 
Doup, backside. 
Doup-skelper, one that strikes 

the tail. 
Dour and din, sullen, sallow. 
Doure, stout, durable, sulleo, 

stubborn. 
Douser, more prudent. 
Dow, am or are able, can. 
Dowff, pithless, wanting force. 
Dowie, worn with grief, fatigue, 

&c. half asleep. 
Douma, am or are not able, 

cannot. 
Doylt, stapid. 
Drap, a drop, to drop. 
Drapping, dropping. 
Dreep, to ooze, to drop. 
Dreigh, tedious, long about it* 
Dribble, drizzling, slaver. 
Drift, a drove. 
Droddum, the breech. 
Drone, part of a bagpipe. 
Droop, rumpPt, that droops at 

the crupper. 
Droukit, wet. 
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Drounting, drawling. 
Drouth, thirst, droaght. 
Drucken, d ran ken. 
Drundy, maddj. 
Drummock, mea] and water 

mixed ; raw. 
Drunl, pet, soar bamoar. 
Dub, a Mmall pond. 
Duds, rags, clothes. 
Duddie, ragged. 
Dtfn^, worsted ; pashedjdriyen. 
Dunted, beaten, boxed. 
Dush, to push as a ram, &c. 
Dusht, poshed by aram, ox,&c. 

ME, the eje. 

Een, the eyes. 

E'enin, evening. 

Eerie, frighted, dreading spi* 

rits. 
Eild, old age. 
Elbuck, the elbow. 
Eldritch, ghastly, frightfol. 
En\ end, 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh. 
Eneugh, enough. 
Especial, especially. 
Ettle, to try, attempt. 
Eydent, diligent. 

FA\ fall, lot, to fall. 

Fa^s, does fall, waterfalls. 

Faddomt, fathomed. 

Foe, a foe. 

Faem, foam. 

Faiket, unknown. 

Fairin, a fairin, a present. 

Fallow, fellow. 

Fand, did 6nd. 

Farl, a cake of bread. 

Fash, trouble, care, to trouble, 

to care for. 
Fasht, troubled. 
Fasteren-een, Fasten's Even. 
Fatdd, a fold, to fold. 



Faulding, folding. 

Faut, fault. 

Fawsont, decent, seemly. 

Feal, a field, smooth. 

Fearfu, frightful. 

Fear't, frighted. 

Feat, neat, spruce. 

Fecht, to fight. 

Fechtin, fighting. 

Feck, many, plenty. 

Fecket, waistcoat. 

Feckfu', large, brawny, stout. 

Feckless, puny, weak, silly. 

Fcckly, weakly. 

Feg, a fig. 

Feide, feud, enmity. 

Fell, keen, biting; the flesh 

immediately under the skin ; 

a field pretty level, on the 

side or top of a bill. 
Fen, mud, filth. 
Fend, to live comfortably. 
Ferleie, or ferley, to wonder ; 

a wonder, a term of con- 
tempt. 
Fetch, to pull by fits. 
Fetch't, pulled intermittently. 
Fidge, to fidget 
Flel, soft, smooth. 
Fient, fiend, a petty oath. 
Ft«r, sound, healthy ; a brother, 

a friend. 
Fisle, to make a rustling noise, 

to fidget, a bustle. 
Fit, a foot. 
Fittie-lan, the nearer horse of 

the hindmost pair in the 

plough. 
Fizz, to make a hissing noise, 

like fermentation. 
Flainen, flannel. 
Fleech, to supplicate in a flat--. 

tering manner. 
Fleech' d, supplicated. 
Fleechm, sopplicating. 
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FUesk, a fleece. 

Fleg, a kick, a random blow. 

Fletber, to deeoj bj fair words. 

Fletkerim, flattering. 

FUy^ to scare, to frighten. 

Flichter, to flatter as jooog 

nestlings, when their dam 

approaches. 
Flickering, to meet, to encoon- 

ter with. 
F/Mdier«,sherd8,broken pieces  
Flimgin-tree, a piece of timber 

hang hy waj of partition be- 
tween two horses in a stable ; 

a flail. 
Flish^ \o fret at the joke. 
Flitk'U, fretted. 
Flitter, to vibrate like the 

wings of small birds. 
Flittering, flattering, vibrating. 
Flunkie, a servant in liverj. 
Foor'd, a ford. 
Forbears, forefathers. 
Forbye, besides. 
For/aim, distressed, worn oat, 

jaded. 
Forfoughten, fatigued. 
Forgather, to meet to encoan- 

ter with. 
Forgie, to forgive. 
Forjesket, jaded with fatigue. 
Fother, fodder. 
Fou, fail, drank. 
Foughten, troubled, harassed. 
Fouth, plenty, enough, or more 

than enough. 
Fow, a bushel, &c. ; also a 

pitchfork. 
Frae, from. 
Freath, froth. 
Frien, friend. 
Fu\ fall. 
Fud, the scat, or tail of the 

harC; conej, &c. 
Fuff, to blow intermittent] J. 



Fnft, did Uow. 
Frnmit, fall of merrimMit 
Fur, a furrow. 
Furm, a form, bench. 
Fyke, trifling cares ; to piddle, 
to be in 'a fuss about trifles. 
Fyle, to soil, to dirtj* 
FyVt, soiled, dirtied. 

GAB, the month; to speak 
boldly or pertlj. 

Gaberlunzie, an old pedlar. 

Gadsmau, a plooghboj, the boj 
that rides the horses in the 
plough. 

Gae, to go ; gaed, went ; gaen, 
gone ; gaun, going. 

Gaet, or gate, waj, manner, 
road. 

Gang, to go, to walk. 

Gar, to make, to force to. 

Gar*t, forced to. 

Garten, a garter. 

Gash, wise, sagacious, talka- 
tive ; to converse. 

Gashin, conversing. 

Gaucy, joll j, large. 

Gear, riches, goods of anj kind. 

Geek, to toss the head in wan- 
tonness of scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

Gentles, great folks. 

Geordie, a guinea. 

Get, a child, a joang one. 

Ghaist, a ghost. 

Gie, to give ; gied, gave ; gitn, 
given. 

Giftie, dimin. of gift. 

Giglets, playful girls. 

GUlie, a boy, servant. 

GUpey, a half grown, half in- 
formed boy or girl, a romp- 
ing lad, a hoyden. 

Gvmmerf an ewe from one to 
two years old. 
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Gin, If, against. 
Gipsey, a young girl. 
Girn, to grin, to twist the fea- 
tures in rage. 
Gimingf grinning. 
Gizz, a periwig. 
Glaikity inattentive, foolish. 
Glaive^ a sword. 
Geueky, half-witted, foolish, 

romping. 
Glaizie, glittering, smooth like 

a glass. 
Glaund, aimed, snatched. 
Gleck, sharp, readj. 
Gleg^ sharp, readj. 
Gletbf glebe. 
Glen, dale, deep Tallej. 
(jrfe^,aaqnint,tosqaint ; agtey^ 

off at a side, wrong. 
Glih-gabhet, that speaks 

smoothly and readiljr. 
Glint, to peep. 
Glinted, peeped. 
Glintin, peeping. 
Gloamin, the twilight, 
Glomr, to stare, to look, a stare, 

a look. 
Glomr' d, looked, stared. 
Gowan, the flower of the 

daisy, dandelion, hawk- 
weed, &c. 
Gowany, gowemy glens, daisied 

dales. 
Gomd, gold. 
Gowff, the game of Golf; to 

strike as the bat does the 

ball at golf. 
Govofd, struck. 
Gowk, a cockoo, a term of 

contempt. 
Grane or grain, a groan, to 

groan. 
Goto/, to howl. 
Grain'd and gatmted, groaned 

and granted. 
Graining, groaning. 



Graip, a pronged instrament 
for cleaning stables. 

Graith, accoatrements, forni- 
tare, dress, gear. 

Grannie, grandmother. 

Grape, to grope. 

Grapit, groped. 

Grot, wept, shed tears. 

Great, intimate, familiar. 

Gree, to agree ; to bear fiU 
gree, to be decidedly yictor. 

Gree't, agreed. - 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep* 

Greetin, crying, weeping. 

Grippet, catched, seized. 

Groat, to get the whistle of one* s 
groat, to play a losing g^roe* 

Gronsome, loathsomely, grim. 

Grozet, a gooseberry. 

Grumph, a gront, to grant. 

Grumphie, a sow. 

Grun, the ground. 

Grunstane, a grindstone. 

Gruntle, the phiz, a granting 
noise. 

Grunzie, month. 

Grushie, thick, of thrifiog 
growth. 

GWe, the Supreme Being: 
good. 

Cruid, good. 

Guid-morning, good morrow. 

Guid'-een, good evening. 

Cruidmanandgwdwife,i\\t mas- 
ter and mistress of the house ; 
young guidman, a man newly 
married. 

Gully, or guUier a large knife. 

Guidfather,guidmother, father- 
in-law, and mother-in-law. 

Gundie, muddy. 

Gusty, tasteful. 

HA\ hall. 

Ha' bible, the great bible that 
lies in the hall. 
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Hob, to have, 

Haeu, had, the participle. 

Haet, fieni haei, a pettj oatb 

of negation ; nothing. 
Haffett the temple, the side of 

the head. 
Hagtitu, nearly half, partly. 
Bog* *^ golf in moMes and 

moors. 
Haggis, a kind of padding 

boiled in the stomach of a 

cow or sheep. 
Hain, to spare, to save. 
HaitCd, spared. 
Hairat, harvest. 
Haithf a petty oath. 
Haivers, nonsense, speaking 

without thought. 
JJoT, or hald, an abiding place. 
Hale, whole, tight, healthy. 
Hab/t holy. 
Jlame, home. 

HaUan, a particolar partition- 
wall in a cottage, or more 

properly a seat of turf at 

the outside. 
HaUowmaa, Hallow-eve, the 

31st of October. 
Hamely, homely, affable. 
HatC or haun\ hand. 
Hap, an outer garment ,jnantle, 

plaid, &c. to wrap, to cover, 

to hap. 
Hopper, a hopper. 
Happing, hopping. 
Hap $tep an* Ump, hop skip 

and leap. 
Harhit, hearkened. 
Ham, very coarse linen* 
Hash, a fellow that neither 

knows how to dress nor act 

with propriety. 
Hastit, hastened. 
Hand, to hold. 
Hattghs, low lying rich lands ; 

valleys. 



Haurl, to drag, to peel. 

Haarlin, peeling. 

Haverel, a half witted person, 

half witted. 
Havins, good manners, deco- 
rum, good sense. 
Haakie, a cow, property one 

with a white face. 
Heapit, heaped. 
Heaisome, healthful, whole- 
some. 
Hearse, hoarse. 
Hear't, hear it. 
Heather, heath. 
HechI oh! strange. 
Hecht, promised to foretell 
something that is to be got 
or given ; foretold ; the thing 
foretold ; offered. 
Heckle, a board, in which are 
fixed a number of sharp 
pins, used in dressing bemp, 
flax, &c. 
Heeze, to elevate, to raise. 
Helm, the rudder or helm. 
Herd, to tend flocks, one who 

tends flocks. 
Herrin, a herring. 
Herry, to plunder ; most pro- 
perly, to plunder birds' 
nests. 
Herryment, plundering, devas- 
tation. 
Hersel, herself ; also a herd of 

cattle of any sort. 
Het, hot. 

Heugh, a crag, a coal-pit. 
HUch, a hobble, to halt. 
Hilchin, halting. 
Himsel, himselC 
Hiney, Honey. 

Hing, to hang. [creep. 

Hirple, to walk orazily, to 
Hirsle, so many cattle as one 

person can attend. 
Histie, dry, chapt» barren. 
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Bichtt a loop, a knot. 
Hizziet hazzj, a joang girl. 
Hoddiut the motion of a sage 

coantrymaa riding on a cart- 
horse; humble* 
Hog-scortt a kind of distance 

line, in curling, drawn across 

the rink, 
Hog-shoutherf a kind of horse 

play, by jostling with the 

shoalder ; to jaslle. 
Hooli outer skin or case, a nat- 

shell, pease-swade. 
HoolUf slowly, leisurely. 
Hoolie I take leisure, stop. 
Hoordy a hoard ; to hoard. 
Hoordit, hoarded. 
Hortit a spoon made of horn. 
Hornie, one of the many names 

of the devil. 
Jlostt or hotutt to cough. 
Hostitiy coughing. 
Hatch' dy turned topsy-turvy, 

blended, mixed. 
Hosts f coughs.. 
Houghmagandie, fornication. 
HoiUet, an owl. 
Housie, dimin. of house. 
Hove, to heave, to swell. 
Hov'df heaved, swelled. 
Howdie, a midwife. 
Howe, hollow, a hollow or dell. 
Howebackit, sank in the back, 

spoken of a horse, &c. 
Howff, a landlady, a house of 

resort. 
Howk, to dig. 
Howkit, digged. 
Howkin, digging. 
Howletf an owl. 
Hoy, to urge. 
Hoy'tf urged. 
Hoyse, a pull upwards. 
Hoyte, to amble crazily. 
Hughoc, dimin. of Hugh. 

Vol. II, 



Hurcheortt a hedgehog. 
Hurdles, the loins, the crupper. 
Hushion, cusbion. 

r, in. 

Icker, an ear of corn. 
ler-oe, a great-grandchild. 
lik, or ilka, each, every. 
Itl'wiUie, ill natured, malici- 
ous, niggardly. 
Tngine, genius, ingenuity. 
Ingle, fire, fire-place. 
Fse, I shall or will. 
Ither, other, one another. 

JAD, jade; also a familiar 
term among country folks 
for a giddy young girl. 

Jauk, to dally, to trifle. 

Jaukin, trifling, dallying. 

Jaup, a jerk of water ; to jerk 
as agitated water. 

Jaw, coarse raillery, to pour 
out, to shut, to jerk as 
water. 

fillet, a gilt, a giddy giri. 

Jimp, to jump, slender in th6 
waist, handsome. 

Jink,io dodge, to turn a comer, 
a sudden turning, a corner. 

linker, that tarns quickly, a 
gay sprightly girl, a wag. 

Jinkin, dodging. 

Jirk, a jerk. 

Jocteleg, a kind of knife. 

Jouk, to stoop, to bow the head. 

Jow, to joio, a verb which in- 
cludes both the swinging 
motion and pealing sound of 
a large bell. 

Jundie, to justle. 

KAE, a daw. 

KaU, cole wort, a kind of broth. 

Kail-runif the stem of cole wort. 

X 
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JTaiii, fowls, &e. paid as rent 

bj a farmer. 
Kebbuck, a cheese. 
Keek, a peep, to peep. 
Kelpies, a sort of miscbievoas 

spirits, said to baant fords 

and ferries at nigbt, espe- 

ciallj in storms. 
Ken, to know ; kend or kent, 

knew. 
Kennin, a small matter. 
KenspeekUf well known. 
Ket, matted, hairj, a fleece of 

wool. 
Kiaugh, carking, anxiety. 
Kilt, to tmss ap the clothes. 
Kimmer, a joang girl, a gossip. 
Km, kindred. 
Kin, kind. 

Kintra Cooser, a coantry stal- 
lion. 
King*8-hood, a certain part of 

the entrails of an ox, &c. 
Kintra, coantry. 
Kim, the harvest sapper, a 

charn. - 
Kirsentto christen, or baptize. 
Kist, chest, a shop counter. 
Kitcheh, any thing that eats 

with bread, to serve for 

soap, gravy, &c. 
Kith, kindred. 
Kittle, to tickle, ticklish, diffi- 

colt. 
Kittlin, a yoang cat 
Kiuttle to caddie. 
KiuttUn, caddling. 
Knaggie, like knags, or points 

of rocks. 
Knappin, a hammer, a hammer 

for breaking stones. 
Knowe, a small round hillock. 
Knurli dwarf. 
Kye, cows. 
Kgle, a district in Ayrshire. 



Kyte, the belly. 
Kythe, tor discoTer, to show 
one's self. 

LADDIE, dimio. of lad. 
Laggen, the ang^e between the 

side and bottom of a wooden 

dish. 
Laigh, low. 
Lairing, wadiog, and sinking 

in snow, mad, &c. 
Ltnth, loathe 

Laithfu, bashfol, sheepish. 
Lallans, Scottuth dialect. 
Lambie, dimin. of lamb. 
Lampit, a kind of shell-fish. 
Lan , land, estate. 
Lane, lone ; mg lane, tkg Ume, 

&c. myself alone. 
Lanelg, lonely, &c* 
Lang, loo^; to think Umg, to 

long, to weary. 
Lap, did leap. 
Lave, the rest, the remainder, 

the others. 
Laverock, the lark. 
Lawin, shot, reckoning, bill* 
Lawlan, lowland. 
Lea*e, to leave. 
Leal, loyal, true, fnithfol. 
Lea-rig, grassy ridge. 
Lear, (pronoun. lare),leaming* 
Lee-lang, live-long. 
Leesome, pleasant. 
Leeze-me, a phrase of congra' 

tulatory endearment; I am 

happy in thee, or prond of 

thee. 
Leister, a three-pronged dart 

for striking fish. 
Leugh, did laugh. 
Leuk, a look, to look. 
Libbet, gelded. 
Lift, sky. 
Lightly, sneeringly , to sneer at.- 
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Liltf a ballad, a tune, to sing. 
Limmer, a kept mistress, a 

strumpet. 
Limp't, limped, hobbled. 
Link, to trip aloog. 
Linkin, tripping. 
Linrit a waterfall, precipice. 
Lintf flax; lint V the bell, flax 

in flower. 
Lintwhite, a linnet. 
Loarit or loaniut the place of 

milking. 
Loof, the palm of the hand. 
Lootf did Jet. 
LooveSf plural of loof. 
JLouHt a fellow, .a ragamaffio, 

a woman of easy virtae. 
Loupf jump, leap. 
Lowe, a flame. 
Lowin, flaming. 
Lowrie, abbreviation of Law- 
rence. 
Lowse, to loose. 
Loivs'd, loosed. 
Lug, the ear, a handle. 
Lugget, having a handle. 
Luggie, a small wooden dish 

with a handle. 
Lum, the chimoej. 
Lunch, a large piece of cheese, 

flesh, 6ic. 
Lunt, a coliunn of smoke; to 

smoke. 
Luntin, smoking. 
Lyarl, of a mixed coloar, graj. 

MAE, more. 
Mair, more, 
Maist, most, alnmst. 
Maistly, mostly. 
Mak, to make. 
Makin, making. 
Mailen, farm. 
Mallie, Mollj. 
Mangy amoDg. 



Manse, the parsonage- hoose 

where the minister lives. 
Manteeh, a mantle. 
Mark, marks. ( This and seve- 
red other nouns which m 
English require an 8, to 
form the plural, are in 
Scotch, like the words sheep , 
deer, the same in both num- 
bers.) 

Mar*s year, the year 1715. 

Mashlum, meslin, mixed com. 

Mask, to mash, as malt, &c. 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot. 

Maukin, a hare. 

Maun, mast 

Mavis, the thrash. 

Maw, to mow. 

Mawin, mowing, 

Meere, a mare. 

Meikle, mach. 

Melancholious, monrnfal. • 

Melder, corn, or grain of any 
kind, sent to the mill to be 
groand. 

Mell, to meddle. Also a mal- 
let for pounding barley in a 
stone trough. 

Melvie, to soil with meal. 

Men*, to mend. 

Mense, good manners,decorom. 

Menseless, ill-bred, rude, im- 
pudent. 

Messin, a small dog. 

Midden, a dunghill. 

Midden-hole^ a gutter at the 
bottom of a dunghill. 

Mim, prim, afi^ectedly meek. 

Min, mind, resemblance. 

Mind't, mind it, resolved, in- 
tending. 

Minnie, mother, dam. 

Mirk, mirkest, dark, darkest. 

Misca\ to .abuse, to call names. 

Misca'd, abused. 
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Mitlear^d, misohieyoas, an- 
mannerlj. 

Misteukt mistook. 

Mither, a mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie, coofasedlj mix- 
ed. 

Moutify, to moisten. 

Mony, or moniet manj. 

Moop, to nibble as a sheep. 

Moorlan*, of or belonging to 
moors. 

Mom, the next daj, to-mor- 
row. 

Jfou, the month. 

Moudkoort, a mole. 

Mousie, dimin. of moose. 

Muckkf or mickle, great, big, 
much. 

MtisUf dimin. of mase. 

Muslin-kailf broth, composed 
simply of water, shelled 
barley, and greens. 

Mutchkin, an English pint. 

Mysel, myself. 

NA*f no, not, nor. 

NaCf no, not any. 

Naething, or naithing, nothing. 

Naigf a horse. 

None, none. 

Nappy f ale, to be tipsy. 

Negleckit, neglected. 

Neebor, neighbour. 

Neukt nook. 

Niest, next. 

Nievef the fist. 

Nievefu*, handfoL 

Ntfer, an exchange; to ex- 
change, to barter. 

Niger, a negro. 

Nine-tailed-cat, a hangman's 
whip. 

Nit, a nnt. 

Norland, of or belonging to the 
north. 



Notic*i, noticed. 
Noiote, black cattle. 

0\ of. 

Ochels, name of moontains. 

haith, O faith ! an oath. 

Ony, or onte, any. 

Or, is often used for ere, be- 
fore. 

O'l, ofit. 

Ourie, shivering, drooping. 

Oursel, or our eels, oorselyes. 

Outlers, cattle not boused. 

Owre, over, too. 

Owrehip, a way of fetching a 
blow with the hammer over 
the arm. 

PACK, intimate, familiar; 

twelve stone of wool. 
Painch, pan neb. 
Paitrick, a partridge. 
Pang, to cram. 
Parle, speech. 
Parritch, oatmeal padding, a 

well-known Scotch dish, 
Pat, did pot, a pot. 
Pattle, or pettle, a plongh-staff. 
Paughty, proud, haughty. 
Pauky, or pawkie, canning, sly. 
Pay't, paid, beat. 
Peck, to fetch the breath short, 

as in an asthma. 
Pechan, the crop, the stomach. 
Peeltn, peeling. 
Pet, a domesticated sheep, &c. 
Pettle, to cherish; a plough- 

stam 
Philibegs,»hort petticoats worn 

by the Highland men. 
Phraise, fair speeches, flat- 
tery, to flatter. 
Phraisin, flattery. 
Pibroch, a. Highland war Song 

adapted to the bagpipe. 
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Pickle, a small qaaotity. 

Pine, pain, uneasiness. 

Pit, to pnt. 

Placad, a public proclamation. 

Plackt an old Scotch coin, the 
third part of a Scotch pennj, 
twelve of which make an 
English pennjr. 

Plackless, penniless, without 
money. 

Platie, dimin. of plate. 

Pleto, or pleughf a plough. 

Pliskie, a trick. 

Poind, to seize on cattle, or 
take the goods, as the laws 
of Scotland allow, for rent. 

Poortith, poverty. 

Pou, to pull. 

Pouk, to plack. 

Poussie, a hare, a cat. 

Pout, a poalt, a chick. 

Pout, did pull. 

Pouthery, like powder. 

Pow, the head, the skall. 

Pownie, a little horse. 

Powther, or pouther, powder. 

Preen, a pin. 

Prent, print. 

Prie, to taste. 

Prie'd, tasted. 

Prief, proof. 

Prig, to cheapen, to dispute. 

Priggin, cheapening. 

Primsie, demure, precise. 

Propone, to lay down, to pro- 
pose. 

Provoses, provosts. 

Pund, pound, pounds. 

Pyle, a pyle o* caff, a single 
grain of chaff. 

QUAT, to quit. 
Quak, to quake. 
Quey, a cow from one to two 
years old. 



RAGWEED, herb ragwort. 
Raible, to rattle DODsenae. 
Rair, to roar. 

Raize, to madden, to inflame. 
Ramfeexfd, fatigued, OTer- 

spread. 
Ram-stam, thoughtless, for- 
ward. 
Raploch, properly a coarse 

cloth, but used as an adnoun 

for coarse. 
Rarely, excellently, very well. 
Rash, a rush ', rash-buss, a bush 

of rushes. 
Ration, a rat. 

Raucle, rasb, stout, fearless. 
Raught, reached. 
Raw, a row. 
Rax, to stretch. 
Ream, cream ; to cream. 
Reamin, brimful, frothing. 
Reave, rove. 
Reck, to heed. 
Rede, counsel, to counsel. 
Red-toat'shod, walking in blood 

over the shoe-tops. 
Red-wud, stark mad. 
Ree, half drunk, fuddled. 
Reek, smoke. 
Reekin, smoking. 
Reekit, smoked, smokj. 
Remead, remedy. 
Requite, requited. 
Rest, to stand restive. 
Restit, stood restive, stunted, 

withered. 
Restricked, restricted. 
Rew, repent. 
Rief, reef, plenty. 
Rief randies, sturdy beggars. 
Rig, a ridge. 
Rin, to run, to melt; rinnin, 

running. 
Rink, the course of the stones, 

a term in curling on ice. 
x2 



•*» 




to 
to 
. sft to be 



rf . kMr»e. u witk a rcU 
Xmmtkie. ptetttifsl. 
r. to n>ll. to wrap, 
'f. rolM. wrapped. 
M^Ktt, to low. to WUov. i 

JLmlk, or romtk. pleat j. 
Rtmtim^ lowiBf . 
XmzH, roMa. 

Rmmy, a caded- < 

RmmkUd, vriaUed. 
Jlaaf, ibe sten of eoleworl or. 
cabbage. i 

Bmih. a voau's aaaM. tbc! 
book so called ; sorrow. 



akJadoTI 
, a lootbiajp, to loalbe. 
ta acrcaa as a bea 
p«rtrid^. &c 
Santdy, to tear, a reat. 
•Srrim. to elide sviftlj aloag. 
* * , gl rr goaa d v, swifUj. 
, to scaat. 

dM aeaat, scaatj. 
&e<- 



&*.«eif; 

seifal 
SfJTf, did aelL 
S«m\ to sead. 
Sem'i, I, be, orabe 

sead it. 



i^dgs ml, oae's 



or did 



^J£, so. 

Smft,%ofL 

Smir, to serve, a sore. 

SairUf, or jnr/ae, sord j. 

Smr'tt served. 

Sarky a shirt. 

Sarkiiy provided ia shirts. 

Samgkf the willow. 

Sault sodI. 

Satumomtf salmon. 

Samntt a saiot. 

Sami, salt. 

^SoMT, to sow. 

Samnm, sowiog. 

SaXf six. 

Scaitkf to damage, to iojure, 

injarj. 
Scar, to scar, a scar. 



SeiHim, settliap i to gei m mtt- 

fia. to be frighted iato qaiet- 

aess. 
SHs, aetM of, goes awaj. 
Shmird, a sbred, shard. 
Skmm§mm, a stick eleft at oo« 

end for pattiag the tail of a 

dog, &c. iato, bj waj of 

mischief, or to frighten him 

awaj. 
Skmieer, a baaioroai w^, a 

barber. 
Skmm, to show ; a snail wood 

ia a hollow place. 
Skeeu, bright, shining. 
Skeep-skmmk; to think ome's 

self mae sheep-dUmk, to be 

conceited. 
Skerra-wutor, Sheriff-moor, the 

famoQs battle fought ia the 

Rebellion, A. D. 1715. 
Skeugk, a ditch, a treacb, a 

sloice. 
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Shiel, a shed. 

Skill, shrill. 

Shog, a shock, a push ofTat one 

side. 
Shool, a shoTel. 
Shoofiy shoes. 

Shore, to ofTer, to threaten. 
Shor'd, offered. 
Shouther, the shoulder. 
Sic, such. 

Sicker, sure, steady. 
SidelinSf sidelong, slanting. 
Siller, silver, money. 
Simmer, summer. 
Sin, a son. 
Sin, since. 
Skaith, see scaith, 
Skellum, a worthless fellow. 
Skclp, to strike, to slap ; to walk 

with a smart tripping step, a 

smart stroke. 
Skelpi-limmer, a technical term 

in female scolding. 
Skelpin, slapping, walking. 
Skiegh, or Skeigh, proud, nice, 

higb-mettled. 
SkinkUn, a small portion. 
Skirl, to shriek, to cry shrilly. 
Skirling, shrieking, crying. 
SkirVt, shrieked. 
Sklent, slant, to ran aslant, to 

deviate from truth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit, in an ob- 
lique direction. 
Skreigh, a scream, to scream. 
Sloe, sloe. 
Slade, did slie. 
Slap, a gate, a breach in a fence. 

iS^^U7,sl0W. 

Slee, sly; sleest, slyest. 
Sleekit, sleek, sly. 
Sliddery, slippery. 
Slype, to fall over, as a wet fur- 
row from the plough. 
Slypet, fell. 



Sma\ small. 

Smeddum, dust, powder, met- 
tle, sense. 

Smiddy, a smithy. 

Smoor, to smother. 

Smoor'd, smothered. 

Smoittie, smutty, obscene, ugly. 

Smylrie, a numerous collection 
of small individuals. 

Snapper, stumble. 

Snash, abuse, Billingsgate. 

Snaw, snow, to snow. 

Snaw-broo, melted snow. 

Snawie, snowy. 

Sneck, latch of a door. 

Sned, to lop, to cut off. 

Sneeshin, snuif. 

Sneeshin-mill, a souff-box. 

Snell, bitter, biting. 

Snick-drawing, trick, contriv- 
ing. 

Snick, the lachet of a door. 

Snool, one whose spirit is 
broken with oppressive sla- 
very ; to submit tamely, to 
sneak. 

Snoove, to go smoothly and con- 
stantly, to sneak. 

Snowk, to scent or snuff, as a 
dog, horse, &c. 

Snowkit, scented, snuffed. 

Sonsie, having sweet engaging 
looks, lucky, jolly. 

Soom, to swim. 

Sooth, troth, a petty oath. 

Sough, a sigh, a sound dying 
on the ear. 

Souple, flexible, swift. 

Souter, a shoemaker. 

SowenSfB dish made of oatmeal, 
the seeds of the oatmeal sour- 
ed, &c. boiled up till thej 
make an agreeable pudding. 

Sowp, a spoonful, a small quan- 
tity of any thing liquid. 
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Sowtk, to try over a tone with a 

low whistle. [cemeDt. 

Somikert solder, to solder, to 
Spot, to prophesy, to dirioe. 
Spairge, to dash, to soil, as with 
Spaul, a limb. [mire. 

Spaviet, haTing the spavin. 
Speatf or jpoie, a sweeping tor« 

rent, after rain or thaw. 
Speel, to climb. 
Speneef the coantrj parlour. 
Spier t to ask, to inqaire. 
Spier t, ioqaired. 
Splatter t a splatter, to splatter. 
SpUughaUt a tobaoco- poach. 
Splore, a frolic, noise, riot. 
SprattUf to scramble. 
Sprecffled, spotted, speckled. 
Spring, a qaick air in music, a 

Scottish reel. 
Sprit, a toogh-rooted plant, 

something like rashes. 
Sprittie, fall of spirits. 
Spunk, fire, mettle, wit. 
Spunkie, mettlesome, fiery ; 

wiU-o-wisp, or ignis-fatuus. 
Spurtle, a stick ased in making 

oatmeal padding or porridge, 

a notable Scotch dish. 
Squad, a crew, a party. 
Squatter, to flatter in water, as 

a wild dock, &d. 
Squattle, to sprawl, [scream. 
Squeel, a scream, a screech, to 
Stacker, to stagger. 
Stack, a rick of corn, hay, &c. 
Staggie, the diminutive of stag. 
Sttdtoart, strong, stoat. 
Stan', to stand; standi, did 
Stone, a stone. [stand. 

iS^lajiJb,did stink; a pool of stand- 
Steqt, stop. [ing water. 

Stark, stout. 
Startle, to run as cattle stung 

by the gad-fly. 



Sttnanrel, a blockhead, half- 
witted. 

St€ao, did steal, to anrftit 

Steck, to cram the beQy. 

Steckin, cramming. 

Steek, to shot, a stitch^ 

Steer, to molest, to stir. 

Steeve, firm, compacted. 

Stett, a still. 

Sten, to rear as a horse. 

Sten^t, reared. 

<S^teiif«,tribate, dneaofany kind. 

Steg, steep ; steyest, steepest. 

Stibble, stabble; sHbble^, 
the reaper in harvest who 
takes the lead. [ther. 

Stick an stow, totally, altoge- 

StiU, a cratch ; to halt, to limp. 

Stimpart, the eighth part of a 
Winchester bushel, [old. 

Stirk, a cow or bullock a year 

Stock, a plant or root of cole- 
wort, cabbage> &c. 

Stoekin, stocking ; tkrowkig 
tke stoekin*, when the bride 
and bridegroom are pat into 
bed, and the candle oot, the 
former throws a stocking at 
random among the company, 
and the person whom It 
strikes is the next that will 
be married. 

Stooked, made up in shocks as 
corn. 

Stoor, soondinghoUow, strong, 
and hoarse. 

Stot, an ox. 

Stoup, or stoop, a kind of jag 
or dish with a handle. 

Stoure, dust, more partiaUarlg 
dust in motion. 

Stown, stolen. 

Stowfdins, by stealth. 

Stoyte, stumble. 

Strack, did strike. 
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Strae fSinw ; to die a fair strae 

death, to die in bed. 
Straik, did strike. 
Straikit, stroked. 
Strappan, tall and handsome. 
Straught, strait. 
Streck, stretched, to stretch. 
Striddle, to straddle. 
Stroan, to spont, to piss. 
'Studdie, an anvil. 
Stumpie, dimin. of stamp. 
Strunt, spirituous liquor of anj 

kind ; to walk sturdily. 
Stuff, corner pulse of anjr kind. 
Sturt, trouble ; to molest. 
Sturtin, frighted. 
Sucker, sogar. 
Sud, should. 
Sugh, the continued rushing 

noise of wind or water. 
Suthron, soothern, an old name 

for the English nation. 
Swaird, sward. 
SwalCd, swelled. 
Swank, statel^r, jolly. 
Swankie, or swanker, a tight 

strapping young fellow, or 

girl. 
Suxtp, an exchange, to barter. 
Swarf, swoon. 
Swat, did sweat. 
Swatch, a sample. 
Swats, drink, good ale. 
Swealen, sweating. 
iS^weer, lazy, averse ; dead-sweer, 

extremely averse. 
Swoor, swore, did swear. 
Swinge, to beat, to whip. 
iSii;tr/,acurve,an eddying blast, 

a pool, a knot in wood. 
SwirViBf knaggy, full of knots. 
Swith, get away. 
Swither, to hesitate in choice, an 

irresolute wavering in choice. 
Syne, since, ago, then. 



TA CKETS, a kind of nails for 
driving into theheels of shoes. 
Tae, a toe ; three-toe' d, having 
Tairge, target, [three prongs. 
Tak, to take ; iakin, taking. 
Tamtallan, Tantalloo,the name 

of a castle. 
Tangle, a seaweed. 
Tap, the top. 

Tapetless, heedless, foolish. 
TarroWf to mBrmur at one's 

allowance. 
Tarrow't, murmured. 
Tarry-hreeks, a sailor. 
Tauld, or tald, told. 
Taupie, a foolish thoughtless 

young girl. 
Tauted, or tautie, matted toge- 
ther ; spokenof hair or wool. 
Tawie, that allows itself peace- 
ably to be handled ; spoken 
of a horse, cow, &c. 
Teat, a small quantity. 
Tedding, spreading after the 

mower. 
Ten-hours-bite, a slight feed to 
the horses while in the yoke, 
in the forenoon. 
Tent, a field pulpit; heed, cap- 
tion, take heed. 
Tentie, heedful, cautious. 
Tentless, heedless. 
Teugh, tough. 
Thack, thatch ; thaek an rape, 

clothing necessaries. 
Thae, these. [strings. 

Thairms, small guts, fiddle- 
Thankit, thanked. 
Theekit, thatched. 
Thegither, together. 
Themsel, themselves. 
Thick, intimate, familiar. 
Thieveless, cold, dry, spited; 
spoken of a person's demea- 
nour. 
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Tkhr, tbete. 
Thirh to thrill. 
Thirled, thrilled, vibrated. 
Thole, to soflTer, to eodare. 
Thowe, a thaw, to thaw. 
Thotcless, slack, lazj. 
Thrang, throng, a crowd. 
Thrapple, throat, windpipe. 
Throw, to sprain, to twist, to 

contradict. 
7*Aratr«fi, twisting, &c. 
7*Araim, sprained, twi8ted,con- 

tradicted, contradiction. 
Threap, to maintain by dint of 
Threshin, thrashing, [assertion. 
Threteen, thirteen. 
Thrissle, thistle. [out. 

Through, to go on with, to make 
7*Arou<fter,peIl-meII, confased- 

\j. [tent noise 

Thud, to make a lood intermit- 
Thumpit, thumped. 
Thysel, thyself. 
TUrt, to it. 
Timmer, timber. 
Tine, to lose ; tint, lost. 
Tinkler, a tinker. 
Tint the gate, lost the way. 
Tip, a ram. 
Tippence, two-pence. 
Tirl, to make a slight noise, to 
Tirlin, uncovering, [uncover. 
Tither, the other. 
Tittle, to whisper. 
Tittlin, whispering. 
Tocher, marriage portion. 
Tod, a fox. [of a child. 

Toddle, to totter like the walk 
Toddlin, tottering. 
Toom, empty. 
Toop, a ram. 

Toun, a hamlet, a farm-house. 
Toutf the blast of a horn, or 

trumpet, to blow a horn, &c. 
Tow, a rope. 



romnoiMf, a twelvemonth. 

Towzie, rough, shaggy. 

Toy, a very old fashion of fe- 
male head-dress. 

Toyte, to totter like old age. 

Transmugrify*d, transfomed, 
metamorphosed. 

Trashtrie, trash. 

Trews, trowsers. 

Trickie, full of tricka. 

Trig, spruce, neat. 

Trimly, excellently. 

Trow, to believe. 

Trowth, troth, a petty oath. 

Trysted, appointed ; to trytte, 
to make an appointment. 

Try't, tried. 

Tug, raw hide, of which, in old 
times, plough-traces were 
frequently made. 

Tulzie, a quarrel ; to qnarre1» 
to fight 

Twa, two 

Twa-three, a few. 

Twad, it would. 

Twal, twelve ; twaJL-pefoAe^ 
worth, a small quantity, a 
penny-worth. N. B. One 
penny English, is 1 2d. Scotch, 

Twin, to part. 

Tyke, a dog. 

UNCO, strange,anoootb,Tery, 

very great, prodigious. 
Uncos, news. 
Unkennd, unknown. 
Unsicker, unsure, unsteady. 
{7n5AratM*(/.undamaged»nnhort. 
I7ntreefin^,oowotting,nnknow- 
Upo\ upon. [ingly. 

Urchin, a hedge-bog. 

VAP'RIN, vapooring. 

Vera, very. 

Virl, a ring round a ooliiiiui,&o« 
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WA\ wall ; toaSf walls. 

Wabster^ a weaver. 

Wad, woald, to bet, a bet, a 

Wadna, woald not. [pledge. 

Woe, woe, sorrowful. 

Waefu, sorrowful, [the pity. 

Waesucks, or waes me ! alas ! O 

Waft, the cross thread that goes 
from the shuttle through the 
web; woof. 

Wair, to lay out, to expend. 

Wale, choice, to choose. 

WaVd, chose, chosen. 

TFa/t£, ample, large, jolly; also 
an interjection of distress. 

Wame, the belly. 

Wamefu, a belly-full. 

Wanchancie, unlucky. 

Wanrestfu\ restless. 

Work, work. 

Wark-lume,B. tool to work with. 

Warl, or warld, world. 

Warlock, a wizard. 

TTar/^, worldly, eager on amas- 
sing wealth. 

Warran, a warrant, to warrant. 

Warst, worst. 

WarstVd, or warsVd, wrestled. 

Wastrie, prodigality. 

Wat, wet ; Iwat, I wot, I know. 

Water brose, brose made of 
meal and water simply, with- 
out the additions of milk, 
batter, &c. 

Wattle, a twig, a wand. 

Wauble, to swing, to reel. 

Waught, draught. [cloth. 

Waukit, thickened as fullers do 

Waukrife, not apt to sleep. 

Waur, worse, to worst. 

Waur't, worsted. 

Wean, or weaniet a child. 

Wearie, or weary, feeble ; many 
a wearie body, many a different 

Weason, weasand. [person. 
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Weaving the stocking. 

Stockin. 
Wee, little ; wee things, little 
ones ; wee bit, a small matter. 
Weel, well; weelfare, weli'arc. 
Weet, rain, wetness. 
Weird, fate. 
We'se, we shall. 
Wha, who. 
Whaizle, to wheeze. 
Whalpit, whelped. 
Whang, a leathern string, a 
piece of cheese, bread, &c. 
to give the strappado. 
Whare, where ; Whare*er, 

wherever. 
Wheep, to fly nimbly, to jerk ; 

penny-wheep, small beer. 
Whase, whose. 
Whatreck, nevertheless. 
Whid, the motion of a hare» 
running but not frighted, a lie. 
Whidden, running as a hare or 
coney. [crotchets. 

Whigmeleeries, whims, fancies, 
Whingin, crying, complaining, 

fretting. 
Whirligigums, useless orna:- 

ments, trifling appendages. 
WhissU, a whistle, to whistle. 
Whisht, silence ; to hold one*s 

whisht, to be silent. 
Whisk, to sweep, to lash. 
Whiskit, lashed. [quor. 

W hitter, a hearty draught of li- 
Whunstane, a whinstone. 
Whyles, whiles, sometimes. 
Wi', with. 

Wick, to strike a stone in an 
oblique direction, a term in 
curling. [sort). 

Wicker, willow, (the smaller 
Wiel, a small whirlpool. 
Wifie, a diminutive or endear- 
ing term for wife. 
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WimpU, to neander. 

WtrnpTif meandered. 

Whu^pUm, waving, metodering. 

Win^ to win, to winnow, [yarn. 

Wmtf winded, as a bottom of 

Win*, wind ; win*St winds. 

WinnOt will not. 

Winnockt a window. 

iriiMome, heart jr, vaunted, gaj. 

WimtUt a staggering motion ; 
to stagger, to reel. 

Wimxe, an oath. 

Wiss, to wish. 

Witkouttent without, [shrunk. 

Wixend, hide-bound, dried, 

WonneTy a wonder, a con- 
temptuous appellation. 

Wons, dwells. 

Woo', wool. 

Woo, to court, to make love to. 

Woodie, a rope, more properl j 
one made of withs or willows. 

Wooer-haby the garter knotted 
below the knee with a couple 
of loops. 

Wordy, worthy. 

Worset, wor»ted. 

Wow, an exclamation of plea- 
sure or wonder. 

Wrack, to tease, to vex. 

WraUh, a spirit, a ghost ; an 
apparition exactly like a 
living person, whose appear- 



ance is said to forbode the 
person's approaching death. 

Wrong, wrong, to wrong. 

Wreetk, a drifted heap of snow. 

Wud, mad, distracted. 

WmnblB, a wimble. 

Wyle, beguile. 

Wyliecoat, a flannel vest. 

Wyte, blame, to blame. 

VE; tkis profunm is frequently 
used for thou. 

YearnSi longs much. 

Yearlings, bora in the same 
year, coevals. 

Year, is used botk for singular 
and plural yezn. 

Yell, barren, Uiat gives no milk. 

Yerk, to lash, to jerk. 

Yerkit, jerked, lashed. 

Yestreen, yesternight. 

Yett, a gate, such as is usually 
at the entrance into a farm- 
yard or fleld. 

Yill, ale. 

Yird, earth. 

Yokin, yoking, a bout. 

Yont, beyond. 

Yoursel, yourself. 

Yowe, a ewe. 

Yowie, dimin. of jowe. 

Ytde', Christmas. 



THR END. 
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